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LETTER I. 
Lach Scudamore to Mrs. Staley. 


IF my good man continues to 

> have the gout, and I continue 
in the country, I ſhall (Heavens ! 
what ſhall I not be tempted to do!) 
hang myſelf, like a love-lorn mai- 
Vor. II. B den, 
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den, on the firſt willow I meet with. 
If you had ſtaid indeed — but your 
| huſband, arbitrary wretch as he is, 
was ſo impatient to reach his own 
little domains, — Do you know, I 
think him ten times more agree- 
able than ever. He talks with 
more ſolidity (and at preſent J 
doat on gravity) looks with more 


dignity, and treats you with ſuch 
manly tenderneſs. — I never ſaw 


you together before, you know. 
Poſitively, he has almoſt made me 
a convert to your romantic opi- 
nion, It was well Eveling. was 
not in the way, or at this time, 


when one hardly knows what to 
do with. one's ſelf, one might have 
been 


JJ. Wh OY Ry ps 
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been tempted to love a little, 
merely pour paſſer le tems; but 
there is no fear of his return, ſince 
I am told his affairs are in ſuch 
a train, that fome honeſt French 
gentlemen make it a point to de- 
tain him amongſt them, —out of 
politeneſs, no doubt. They ſay, 
he muſt ſell his eſtate ere he 
can obtain his releaſe. —O ! with 


7 whatever levity I talk, my heart 

. feels: for him. Alas! was it not 

e I that drove , him: from his coun- } 
j- try, a diſconſqlate wanderer? — 
18 Neyer till now was he known to | 
e, deviate from the path of decency, | 
to of prudence, and of honour. But 
ve 1 Will talk no more of him. 

en dit 


ditt B 2 Has 
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Has your Sidley yet forgot Mrs. 
Palmerſtone's Italian ſong, or her 
languiſhing graces, fo forcibly di- 
reed to him? — Ah! Lady Bell 
may tremble now indeed, at fo 
formidable a rival. 


A few words of her ladyſhip, 
now her name has dropped from 
my pen: —I admire her conduct; 
but let her take care ſhe is not too 
confident of her own ſtrength. 1 
am glad, for all your fakes, that 
you are removed to a diſtance from 
her. I ſhould not fear her cor- 
reſpondence with your - huſband, 
though even that would be as 

well let alone; nor can I think it 

poſlible 


* 
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poſſible for him ever to ſet her 
perſon in competition with your's, 
or that he ſhould ever (witty and 
ſenſible as ſhe is) be half ſo much 
charmed with her converſation.— 
Nothing ſo affecting as the ſimple 
language of nature; nothing fo 
touching as the accent of your re- 
markably harmonious voice, nor 
ſo engaging as your manner. Wit 
and vivacity may amuſe: but love 
is a grave paſſion ; ſoftneſs alone 
can melt the heart. But then the 
love of variety, the vanity of be- 
ing diſtinguiſhed by ſo fine a wo- 
man, gratitude for that diſtinction, 
an unguarded moment — In ſhort, 
it is beſt as it is. 


B 3 And 
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And now let me aſk, How goes 
on your farm? Does Sidley ſuf- 
fer his hair to flow about his ſhoul- 
ders? Does he wear a ſlouched 
hat, a brown coat, thick ſhoes, 
and an oaken cudgel, to trudge 
about your grounds? — And you, 
Madam, How does your cow and 
your dairy? — Or rather, to be ſe- 
rious, How is my fweet couſin 
and when am I to embrace my 
godſon ?—Keep up your ſpirits, all 
will be well: you are an œcono- 
miſt; you were formed for the 
ſhade. I hope Sidley has alſo 
learnt prudence. I wiſh he may 
not mix too much of the gentle- 


man with the farmer. * He will 
perhaps 
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perhaps, at firſt, merely for conve- 
niency, have a pad for you to ride 
to church: then, cries he, We 
had better have a chaiſe, it will 
carry us both.“ After that, Hang 
it, I hate that tottering machine: 
a coach will only be a little more 
duty for wheels, and the cart- 
horſes will draw eit.“ So from one 
thing to another. 


But adieu, dinner waits. Ex- 
euſe this chit- chat: I fear it. will 
not amuſe you; but it ſerves to 
fill up my time, which, in my 
preſent ſituation, is of ſome con- 
ſequence to her, who is ever, dear 
couſin, Your's, &c. 

CLARA ScupAMoRE. 


B 4 LE T- 
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WSITTER I 


Mrs. Sidley to Lady Scudamore, 


Y dear couſin, I have hardly 

= power to hold my pen. I 
every moment expect the dreadful 
event, —My Sidley is all tender- 
neſs : but I have been a little ruf- 
fled; yet I think no power on 
earth can wean his affections from 
me. I am ungrateful too: — after 
ſo many obligations, ſhe deſerves 
my friendſhip ; nay, I ought even 
to permit her, without jealouſy, to 
enjoy my huſband's. She is virtu- 
ous, her ſentiments are noble ; 
yet, 


yet, at this time, I could have 
wiſhed : 


But I keep you in ſuſpence, my 
couſin: Lady Bell is in the coun- 
try : ſhe is in our neighbourhood. 
I can no more. The incloſed is 
from her ladyſhip: that will in- 
form you of what I meant to tell 
you. Sidley changed colour; he 
ſeemed vexed : it laſted but a mo- 
ment : your happy Louiſa engages 

all his attention. He has this mo- 
ment left me.—l have ſcribbled in 
haſte. — They come.”— My dear 
couſin, pray for me; I am fright- 


ened to death : — far from well 


indeed, —Adieu. 
LovisA SIDLEVY. 
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The incleſed from Lady Bell. 


Am come to claim your pro- 

miſe, my friend. I impatiently 
expect the pleaſure to embrace my 
little godſon. It ſurely cannot be 
long firſt. — How is my amiable 
Mrs. Sidley ? I would wait upon 
her, fatigued as I am, but perhaps 
ſhe is not in a condition to ſee 
company. I would not intrude 
unſeaſonably ; but when ſhe re- 
covers, I ſhall often trouble you. 
At this fine ſeafon of the year, wha 
would ſtay in town ? 


A little villa was advertiſed. TI 
liked the deſcription. On further 


I enquiry, 
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enquiry, I found it was your 
Belmont. I did not like it the 
worſe.——T ſhall reſide here ſome- 
times ; but I principally intend it 
as a nurſery for my godſon.— Let 
me alone, you have nothing to do 
with him and me: as I am to pro- 
miſe and vow a thouſand things 
in his name — impoſſibilities, by 
the bye, at leaſt for me to perform.. 
— the deuce is in it if I ought not 
to do ſomething. 


In ſhort, I am at Belmont 
where I ſhall be glad to ſee you; 
and doubly ſo to ſee your better part, 


when the great affair is over. Adieu. 
I. Conway. 
B 6 LE T- 
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LETTER 


IIT. 


Lady Iſabella Conway to Miſs Weſt. 


OU blame me, my dear Ma- 
ria; you think I do not 


know my own heart; you think I 


run into temptation, with a con- 


fidence which deſerves to be pu- 


niſhed.— Heavens! and is one for 


ever to be watching and examin- 
ing thoſe filly hearts of ours? I 
ſwear, one had better be without 
one, than put to ſo much trou- 
ble. 


I follow my inclinations, be- 
3 cauſe 
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cauſe I believe them innocent: If 
I am ſelf-deceived, how can I help 
it? Muſt I for ever live in a ſtate 
of ſelf-denial, —a denial even of 
what is not criminal, for fear I 
ſhould be guilty of what is ?—TI 
like Mr. Sidley; I like his wife as 
well, I think, as him: their ſociety 
gives me pleaſure, and theirs only 
has that effect. I grow ſick of 
the noiſy town and its unmeaning 
inſipid gaieties: I take a fancy to 
the country. Where is the harm 
of all this? I do not love abſo- 
lute ſolitude, therefore I ſeek to 
unite myſelf to thoſe whom I 
think worthy of being my friends. 
I with to be ſerviceable. They 
are not rich ; they have great deli- 


cacy, 
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cacy, and I muſt be cautious how 
I communicate my favours. I 
wanted, for this reaſon, to be near 


them, 


My paſſion for Sidley is very 
different from that which is felt 
by the generality of my ſex: it is 
wholly ſentimental. I love him 
merely for the pleaſure of loving; 
and this love wiſhes to manifeſt it- 
ſelf only by contributing to his fe- 
licity :—to ſecure his, Louiſa muſt 
be happy : I have therefore her 
intereſt as much at heart as his. 


I have purchaſed this little eſtate 


of Belmont. He, no doubt, is par- 
tial 
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tial to it: it was once his. It ſhall 
now be beſtowed on his ſon, or his 
daughter; no matter which. My 
fortune is large; I am determined 
on a ſingle life; I have no near 
relations to controul me, but am 
miſtreſs of myſelf ; my heart takes 
an intereſt in all that concerns the 
Sidleys: in promoting their hap- 
pineſs I ſhall augment my own; 
nay, it is now the only happineſs 
of which J am ſuſceptible. 


Sidley's circumſtances are ex- 
tremely narrow; a bare ſubſiſt- 
ence, How then will he maintain 
an increaſe of family? How muſt 
ſuch a ſituation prey on a feeling 

heart ! 
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heart! A beloved wife and chil- 


dren deprived of every elegance, of 


every amuſcment ; buried in a diſ- 
mal ſolitude! Shall I ſuffer this, 


when I have the means of prevent- 
ing it, and when I ſhall reap ſuch 
ſatisfaction ? 


I am quite delighted with my 
projects. Belmont ſhall be a 
* ſcene of rural gaiety, which ſhall be 
diffuſed round all the neighbour- 
hood: nothing ſhall be wanting 
to embelliſh the cottage of my 
friends, I wait only for the arri- 
val of the expected young ſtran- 
ger: then for tes champetres / 


Adieu, 


I have 
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I have ſent to enquire.— l hope 
Sidley will have the complaiſance 
—but at this time, I can excuſe 
ceremony : his whole attention is 
engroſſed, I make no doubt, by his 
beloved. 


Adieu. — Have I juſtified my- 
ſelf? — As far as I know my own 
heart, I ſhall never act ſo as to be 


unworthy of ſubſcribing myſelf 
Your's, &c. 


I. Conway, 


LETTER 
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LETTER IV. 
The ſame to the ſame. 


T is happily over, Weſt; and 
never man was in ſuch rap- 
tures as Sidley. One would think 
nobody ever had a child but him- 
ſelf, They bid fair, between them, 
to kill the little animal with fond- 
neſs, It is a daughter, and the 
ſweeteſt creature I ever beheld ; 
abſolutely an infant-beauty. 


Sidley ſent me a polite card, on 
my laſt enquiry, anouncing the 
happy event. For one week I re- 

preſſed 
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preſſed my curioſity, and contented 
myſelf with ſending every day.— 
No hopes of a viſit from the new- 
made father,—Shall I own I be- 
gan to think the country not quite 
ſo enchanting as my imagination 
had repreſented it? I hardly knew 

what to do with myſelf. Abſolute 
ſolitude is horrid.—At the end of 
ten tedious days, I thought I 
might, without any violent impro- 
priety, pay a friendly vifit, as the 
lady in the ſtraw was, as they told 
me, ſurpriſingly well. I went, then; 
and I have poſitively ever fince 
been over head and ears in love 
with matrimony. Such a ſcene en 
famille I never before beheld: The 
moſt 
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moſt beautiful of all poſſible wo- 
men, more femininely delicate than 
ever, dreſſed in white, with a pro- 
priety and taſte peculiar to herſelf, 
ſat with her little darling on her 
knee; her fine cyes tenderly fixed 
on it with ſuch ſatisfaction. The 
air of her countenance ſeemed to 
ſay, © I aſk no more, nor is it in 
nature that my happineſs ſhould 
know an increaſe.” By her ſide, on 
the couch, was placed the enrap- 
tured Sidley, one arm thrown 
round her waiſt, gazing at the 
charming Madona with looks of 
cordial love; and never face was 
ſo well formed to expreſs that ſoft 
paſſion. He looks much hand- 

ſomer 


& MOTEL. 21 


ſomer than when I ſaw him in 
town, though dreſſed in the plain- 
eſt ſtyle imaginable, and his fine 
auburn hair ſtraying careleſly over 
his forehead, without being diſ- 
guiſed with powder. I ſaw, and 
had leiſure to examine them as 
the maid conducted me to the a- 
partment, which is ſituated at the 
end of a kind of gallery, as, the 
weather being warm, the door was 
ſet wide open. 


The moment I was announced, 
Sidley ſtarted up to receive me: 
his colour a little heightened. I 
believe, indeed, all our complex- 
ions ſuffered a tranſient ' glow. 
They 
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They welcomed me with great po- 
liteneſs; but I could perceive Mrs. 
Sidley's expreſſions were accompa- 
nied with a more unaffected air of 
kindneſs than thoſe of her huſ- 
band. A ſlight degree of embar- 
raſſment, which I could perceive, 
affected me, in a manner; but it 
was a momentary ſenſation, and I 
hemmed it away in a half-breathed 


ſigh. 


After half an hour's chat, I roſe 
and took leave. Sidley could do 
no leſsi than offer to eſcort me 
home: I had a ſervant, but he po- 
litely preſſed,” and I, not reluctant- 
ly, yielded. I made him walk 


into 
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into my little elegant parlour; I 
ſhewed him my improvements in 
the diſpoſal of the furniture, and 
by the addition of ſome excellent 
drawings. He ſighed ſome pain- 
ful recollections: but I muſt accuſ- 
tom him to the ſight of his late 
dwelling. I intend immedaately 
to have the writings of the eſtate 
made out, and a title to it made 
over to his daughter: it will be a 
proviſion for her, though not an 
affluent fortune; and it will ſave 
her fond parents' anxiety in re- 


gard to her future eſtabliſhment 
in life, 


O why have I been fo long in 


diſcovering 
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diſcovering the true value of rich- 
es? how much happineſs is it in 
one's power to purchaſe, when one 
knows in what manner to diſpoſe 
of one's treaſure ! — Adieu. 


Your's, &c. 


I. ConwaY. 


LETTER 
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LETTER TT 


Mrs, Sidley to Lady Scudamore. 


Have received your affectionate 


congratulations, my dear cou- 
fin. Indeed, I am the happieſt of 
women. — Such a huſband, and 
ſuch a child! perfectly reſtored to 
health and ſpirits too, —what can I 
alk for more ? 


Lady Bell is much here, and 
never weary of manifeſting, by acts 


of generoſity abſolutely diſtreſſ- 
ing, the ſincerity of her friendſhip. 
At firſt, I own, I was a little a- 

Vol. II. C larmed 
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larmed at her chooſing Belmont 
for her reſidence ; and Sidley was 
quite vexed about it: but now, I 
am ſo accuſtomed to ſee her, and 
ſo well convinced of my beloved's 
conſtancy, and I may add, fo 
charmed with the propriety of his 
conduct towards her, that I no 
longer ſcel the leaſt uncaſineſs, but 
am, on the contrary, pleaſed with 
ſuch an agreeable neighbour ; who 
comes and goes without ceremony: 
and the preſence of a third per- 
ſon renders our converſation more 


lively. EOS 


Her ladyſhip has naturally a 
charming flow of ſpirits, There is 
_ to 
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to me another conveniency in her 
being much with us; which is, 
that, when I ſee my Sidley and 
her engaged in chat, IT can, with- 
out being miſled, ſteal away, and 
pay a viſit to my little angel. — 
I ſometimes, however, get chided 
for theſe deſertions ; and he tells 
me, half joke half ſerious, that I 
ſhall abſolutely dwindle into a 
mere nurſe, Lady Bell joins him, 
and ſays I ſhall ſpoil her pretty 
adopted. She threatens, if it en- 
groſſes me ſo much, and deprives 
Sidley and her of my company, 
that ſhe will have it ſtolen from 
me, and trained up under her own 


directions. — I acknowledge my 
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fault, promiſe amendment, make 
my peace, and offend again. Dear 

© bttle angel! indeed, I fear I ſhall 
love it too well. 


Lady Bell is planning ſome rural 
amuſements, now I am well e- 
nough, as ſhe ſays, to partake of 
them. I would much rather be 
excuſed : reading, walking, and, 
above all, my infant, find me ſuffi- 
cient employment. But ſhe talks 
of balls 2-/a-berger, maſquerades in 
the fete c'ampetre ſtyle, and the | 
Lord knows what. —Sidley calls | 
her a mad-cap, and ſays, ſhe wants | 
to ſubſtitute the inſipid amuſements 
of the town in the room of thoſe 

which 
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which nature has with a liberal 
hand provided for them whoſe taſte 
is not perverted by faſhion. A fine 
figure, ſaid he, ſhall we ruſtic far- 
mers cut at a maſquerade ! 


There are ſeveral genteel fami- 
lies in the neighbourhood, who all 
have paid their reſpects to her: 
but I have poſitively declared, that 
I will not, on any account, enlarge 
my acquaintance ; it would be at- 
tended with a thouſand inconveni- 
ences, beſides being quite contrary 
to my inclinations. I fear our ex- 
pences have already rather exceed- 
ed our income; for liberal as Lady 
Bell is, ſhe finds it a difficult taſk 
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to confer her favours. Sidley has 
a ſpirit, which nothing but abſo- 
lute neceſſity can compel to ſtoop 
to receive obligations, It is to 
my child only that ſhe can, in 
ſpite of us, manifeſt her genero- 
ſity in any matters of conſequence. 
He has even mortgaged a part of 
our very ſmall eſtate, to pay the 
debt he owes her. — With what 
infinite reluctance did ſhe receive 
it! Proudeſt of men, ſhe called 
him: and faid ſhe would never 
more intrude herſelf as our gueſt : 
ſhe ſaw plainly he hated her, ſince 
he would not accept of her friend- 
ſhip. — He had ſome difficulty to 
pacify her ; but ſhe vows revenge. 


Adieu, 


A. N:OY BE at 


Adieu, my deareſt couſin ; I ſee 
her coming acroſs the fields. — 
What a fine figure! what dignity 
in her air! Pity that ſhe will not 
make ſome deſerving man happy. 
Do you know, I have been think- 
ing of a ſcheme of that nature, in 
favour of your poor Mr. Eveling. 
Shall I purſue it? It is feaſible.— 
But ſhe is here, 


Once more, your's, 


LovisA SIDLEY. 


Cs LETTER 


32 THE RELAPSE, 


LETTER VI. 


Lady Scudamore to Mrs. Sidley. 


Have no patience with that 

Lady Bell. — But you are im- 
prudent. What occaſion have you 
to be for ever fidgeting after your 
bantling, and ſo often leave them 
by themſelves ? Do you not know, 
that a handſome young female, in 
the country, has a thouſand times 
more power than in town? for 


there, every object is calculated to 
awaken and cheriſh that ſort of 
indolent ſerenity which is ſo fa- 


vourable to Ja belle paſſion, I ſpeak 
this 
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this from experience. A buſtle, a 
crowd is our beſt ſecurity,—Amidſt 
all the handſome fellows in Lon- 
don, at public aſſemblies, I ſcarce 
ever felt the ſlighteſt emotion. 
The variety, the agitation of one's 
ſpirits, chattering to half a hun- 
dred different people; the deſire of 
being diſtinguiſhed, of exciting ad- 
miration, left no leiſure to think 
of love ; Eveling himſelf was for- 
got ; but now, the very ſound of 
his name ſoftens me to more than 
infant tenderneſs. 


I can no way account for the 
number of divorces and elopements 
which every winter produces they 

C 5 ſeem 
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ſeem to contradict my ſentiments 
as to the danger of the dear town— 
but by attributing them to the uni- 
verſal rage of gaming.—A lady firſt 
loſes her money. Debts of honour 
muſt be paid — ſhe tries every 
reſource ; — dares no longer apply 
to her huſband; — what is to be 
done ? A male friend offers to ex- 
tricate her from the difficulty. — 
The laſt creditor is worſe than all 
the former. How is he to be paid? 
But one ſtake left! So from one 
thing to another : —the conſequence 
is plain, But as to love, it is a 
proſtitution of the word to uſe it 
on ſuch occaſions, 


Such 
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Such delectable marriages as 
mine, too, are moſt happily calcu- 
lated to provide amuſement for 
Doctors Commons,— To tell you 
the truth, I am moſt heartily fick 
of my huſband, myſelf, and of 
every thing about me. He 1s pee- 
viſh, covetous, and jealous comme 
le diable. 1 am reſtleſs, diſſatisfied, 
croſs, and dying with ſpleen and 
vapours. The animals about me 
are ſtupid, ignorant, blundering 
ruſties. O Ciel I would not for 
worlds that Eveling were here 
while I am in this humour; I 
ſwear I could not anſwer for the 
conſequence, 


C 6 Seriouſly, 
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Seriouſly, my dear, I am in a 
very diſagreeable ſituation, You 
can have no idea, — Sir Benja- 
min now loves nothing on earth 
but the unrighteous mammon; 
and for that he carries his dotage 
to ſuch exceſs, that I could almoſt 
as eaſily wrench out his only re- 
maining tooth, as extract a ſin- 
gle guinea from his purſe, I ſtand 
a chance of ſtarving in the midſt 
of plenty. — The old ſoul has ab- 


ſolutely no one ſingle virtue in his 


whole compoſition. — Too late I 
find this, —Poſitively, I have paid 
far too dear for the honour of be- 
ing a nurſe. Had I liſtened to your 
advice, or rather, to the ſoft plead- 

ings 
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ings of my own heart : —but there 
was a fate in it, And if I ſhould 
hereafter, in conſequence of my 
firſt falſe ſtep, be tempted to go 


aſtray, I ſhall offer no other de- 
fence than the above. 


Their ſtars are more in fault than they, 


Adieu. I have time for no 
more, 


CLARA SCUDAMORE, 


LETTER 
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LETTER VI. 


Mr. Summers to Mr. Sidley. 


IDLEY, where have you hid 
yourſelf this age? I have had 


the utmoſt difficulty to trace you 
out.—80 eaſily diſguſted with the 
world! — a few months trial -no 
ſuch thing as true friendſhip! Eh, 


is it not ſo? 


My poor Sidley, it is the very 
manner in which I railed myſelf, 
on my late misfortune. So becauſe 
I choſe to be extravagant, and to 
live above my income, I was to 

accuſe 
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accuſe the world of ingratitude, for 
not extricating me from my diffi- 
culties. I bluſh at my folly.—You 
and I, Sidley, only received the 
reward of our own imprudence : 
we were forced to diſappear, and 
we were offended becauſe our ab- 
ſence did not produce a general 
mourning, Very reaſonable ! — 
Think juftly of yourſelf as well as 
of the world: let us expect no more 
than we merit: a thouſand inſig- 
nificant beings, ſuch as you and I, 
might fink into nothing, without 


being miſſed one moment by the 


buſy ſons of pleaſure, though we 
might excite a ſigh in the boſom 
of a friend. I, for example, have 

| never 
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never ceaſed to remember Sidley 
with affect ion; but the confuſion 
of my own affairs, the neceſſity of 
my precipitate journey, and the va- 
rious ſcenes I was engaged in while 
abroad, muſt plead an excuſe for 
my ſilence. Indeed IT have not 
for this age known where to direct 
to you. — Let the paſt be forgot; 
I am again returned to dear Eng- 
land; my finances in tolerable or- 
der, and ſuch a ſtock of prudence 
acquired by experience, that I hope 
T am in no danger of taking a ſe- 
cond trip. 


And now tell me, what have 
you been doing? I have heard 
ſtrange. 
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ſtrange ſtories, but I want faith, 
Lady Bell, for example. That ſhe 


had a zendreſſe, her eyes told all 
the world; and that ſhe has too 
much fire in her compoſition to be 
wholly guided by the unimpaſ- 
ſioned rules of female decorum, I 
alſo can tell; but then ſhe had 
pride, which, they ſay, ſaves man 
and woman too from falling. 
However, innocent or guilty, Scan- 
dal has got hold of her fame, and 
is making pretty free with it. Jack 
Beville alone wants faith, nor will 
believe one ſyllable of the matter. 
To him ſhe is all fair and ſpotleſs ; 
nay, he ſwears he will cut the 


throat of any one who dares but 
think 
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.think her capable of frailty. You 


know he deals in the ſuperlative. 
He 1s juſt returned from abraad, 
as madly in love as ever. I would 
have you be upon your guard : he 
has dropt ſome hints; has been 
enquiring what part of the coun- 
try you are in, &c. 


They tell me, Lady Bell is actu- 
ally on a viſit to you, or to your 
wife. Man and wife are one, ſo it 
Js the ſame thing, you know, —But 
come, you have all had enough of 
rural felicity, ſo haſten to town er 
famille, where none will be more 
glad to welcome you than 


Your ſincere friend, &c. 


SUMMERS. 
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LETTER VI 


Mr. Sidley to Mr. Summers. 


VO fay true, my dear Sum- 

mers; it is our own pride 
which creates half the inſults we 
complain of; but yet I had ſome 
reaſon to be diſguſted with the 
treatment I met with: you, how- 
ever, were too far diſtant to be ap- 
plied to. How you would have 
acted, even you, till actually put to 
the proof, cannot tell ; but as I 
have ever felt a real pleaſure from 
believing you my friend, I am 
willing {ſtill to cheriſh the fond 


idea, 
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idea, ſhould it even be a deluſion. 
Young and romantic minds are 
apt to expect too much from that 
attachment. An agreeable com- 
panion of ſimilar ſentiments, who 
may be truſted with a free effuſion 
of the heart, and who will be 
equally unreſerved; one who will 
not injure you, nay, who, on the 


contrary, will promote your inte- 
reſt, while it is not ineompatible g 
with his own, is as much as one | 
ought to deſire in what is called a | 
friend, and perhaps more than one 

has reaſon to expe. 


I would gladly obey your ſum- 


mens, were I what I have been; 
but, 
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but, alas! perverſe fortune is ſtill 
my foe: — but, if the world is to 
be believed, I am, 


Though Fortune frowns, 
Victorious in Love's fight. 


Upon my word, I am not a little 
mdebted to madam Fame, for ho- 
nouring ſo inſignificant a being as 
me with ſo enviable a conqueſt. 
— And does our friend Sir John, 
the knight-errant, threaten ? — 
Well, we muſt take heed to our- 
ſelves: I know he is a perfect 
Othello for jealouſy, though, in o- 
ther reſpects, a very worthy fellow. 
As to the lady, ſhe is a charming 
creature, Women, Summers, are 

" faſcinating 
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faſcinating creatures; they grow 
upon one inſenfibly, in ſpite of 
one's better judgment, Does a 
wife do ſo? I anſwer by a ſhake 
of my head, and a ſigh of ſelf- 
reproach. My Louiſa is an angel— 
as beautiful, and as good ; but for 
us poor imperfe& mortals, leſs 
angelic beings ſometimes do as 
well. 


Adieu. — I am much pleaſed 
with the renewal of our corre- 
ſpondence ; for though my judg- 
ment of men and- manners 1s a 
little rectified, yet, I ſhall ever re- 
tain a warm regard for him who 
firſt taught my breaſt to glow with 
friendſhip's 
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friendſhip's celeſtial fire. — Ah! 


how ſweet are firſt impreſſions, be- 
fore the heart has acquired that 
prudential reſerve ſo neceſſary in 
the world! How delightful the 
firſt ſenſation of love! were it to 
laſt, twere too much bliſs for mor- 
tals. Never can it be recalled: and 
never, though I feel but too much 
inclination to rove, ſhall I again 
taſte that exquiſite delight which I 
experienced, when my Louiſa firſt 
bleſſed me with her love. The 
dear novelty is gone; and every o- 
ther attachment muſt now be, 
comparatively, as inſipid as a twice- 
told tale. 


Once 
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Once more, adieu; and believe 
me 
Your's, 
SIDLEYs 


LETTER. HK. 


Mr. Summers to Mr. Sidley. 


PON my word !—And is 
friendſhip ſo very much be- 
low par in your eſteem? You do 
that noble ſentiment no ſmall in- t 
juſtice; and no leſs injuſtice do r. 
you do your Summers, in treating 

me 
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me with ſuch reſerve. — But I 
know the mighty ſecret ; her 
Ladyſhip's imprudence has pub- 
liſhed it to all the world: the 
actions of a perſon of her rank and 
fortune are not ſo eaſily concealed. 
She made a diſtinguiſhed figure in 
the beau monde; ſhe ſuddenly diſ- 
appeared, All the world aſked 
% Where is the gay Lady Bell?” 
At Belmont.“ © And what is ſhe 
doing there?“ © Conferring acts of 
friendſhip on the ve, and re- 
ceiving payment in full of all de- 
mands of the huſband.” This was 
the report of Fanny Meadows, her 
rival in Sir John Beville's good 
VoL, II. D graces, 
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graces, or rather, aſpiring to that 
felicity. 


She has, it ſeems, been lately 
ſomewhere in your neighbourhood. 
The country, Sidley, is the very 
worſt place on earth for little af- 
fairs of gallantry; for there an 
eternal goſſiping goes round; and 
if a woman there had nobody to 
communicate dear ſcandal to, ſhe 
would whiſper it to the reeds. It is 
in this delightful town only where 
true freedom reigns, where one 
may be loſt in a crowd, and where, 
at convenient coteries and midnight 


maſquerades, one may ſay and do 
Whatever 


- 
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whatever one has a fancy to with 


impunity. 


And fo you begin to find that 
you married in haſte, that you 
might repent at leiſure, Your 
wife is too much in the angelic 
ſtyle for you. Why really I be- 
lieve, your very, very good kind of 
women are leſs formed to ſecure our 
volatile hearts, than the gay, capri- 
cious, ſelf-willed dear creatures, 
who know how to make a man look 
about him. It is for that reaſon, 
perhaps, that I am inclined to at- 
tach myſelf to a fair neighbour of 
your's, your friend's friend, Miſs 
Weſt; who, ſince her father's 

D 2 death, 
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death, has, I am told, taken up 
her reſidence at Claremont. — I 
know not whether you have yet 
ſeen her. She is reckoned extreme- 
ly handſome; and what is till 
better, when matrimony is in the 
caſe, I know ſhe is extremely rich. 
I mean ere long to pay her a vilit, 
— She has given me ſome reaſon 
to believe, that I ſhall not ſue in 
vain for her good graces ; but as ſhe 
is a coquette, I do not make myſelf 
too ſecure of ſucceſs : no raatter, 
it is worth a trial, I ſhall fee you 
too, my friend, which will be a 
great inducement to make the trip; 
your fair Bella alſo, whom I no 
leſs long to ſee; for it muſt be 
owned, 
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owned, her ladyſhip has her at- 
trations. I ſhall then be able to 
judge how matters go on, thouga 
you are ſo prudently ſecret: there is 
no cauſe for that, ſince ſcandal is 
gone forth, and not the wings of 
the morning can overtake or ſtop 
its flight, 


Adieu. — Believe me, on the 
word of a man of honour, I am 
moſt ſincerely intereſted in your 
happineſs; and if in any thing I 
can ſerve you, command to the 
utmoſt 


Your friend, 
SUMMERS, 


D 3 LETTER 
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. 
Lady Scudamore to Mrs. Sialey. 


Heavens, couſin! what do 

you think? —(I am out of 
breath at the news.) — They tell 
me Eveling is returned; actually 
come to England ! — That is not 
the worſt (what a fool of a heart 
is mine, to palpitate at this rate); 
they ſay the imprudent wretch is 
abſolutely in our neighbourhood, 
at a farm-houſe. The creature has 
imbibed French notions of gal- 
lantfy, I ſuppoſe, and perhaps comes 


di in et ſilly way. in hopes of 
; teaching 
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teaching me the graces ; but, I 
hope, he will find me too much 
ruſticated. In dear London in- 
deed, where one has ſo many laud- 
able examples, he might ſtand ſome 
chance; but here, where one lives 
temperately, ſoberly, and righte- 


ouſly z and yet I would not 
with to meet the fellow amidit 
thoſe leafy ſhades.—If Sir Benja- 
min ſhould hear of his arrival, and 
in ſo ſtrange a way ! — What can 
he mean? it will create a thous 


ſand ſuſpicions, 


The carriage at the gate, ſay 
you, Suſan ?—your maſter waiting 
for me?—time for church ?—How 

D 4 little 
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little is my mind 
Adieu, dear couſin ; I will reſume 
my pen when I return. — O that 
you were here! you who are fo 
wiſe, prudent, and all that. 


IN CONTINUATION, : 

LOUISA, 1 foreſee a thouſand 
ill conſequences, — O guard me 
from myfelf-! I now feel, too late, 
the danger of marrying, a man 
one can neither love nor eſteem — 
Grandeur may for a while dazzle, 
and gaiety amuſe ; but there is an 


aching void in the heart, which 
love 
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love alone can fill. I am ſick of 
every thing around me. 


Whatever different aims mankind purſue, 
O Happineſs ! {till thee we keep in view. 


But your Clara, alas! has miſtaken 
the road. I never knew the ex- 
tent of my wretchedneſs till now. 


I have ſeen this dangerous man; 
and one fatal glance from him has 
caſt a dark gloomy ſhade over all 
my former enjoyments. Riches, 
what can you now beſtow, to con- 
ſole me for the ſacrifice I have made 
to thee ? — When we came out of 
church, Sir Benjamin ſtopped to 

D 5 ſpeak 
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fpeak with ſome of his acquaint- 
ance; I, in no humour for inſig- 
nificant chat, went forward to the 
coach: juſt as J reached it, who 
ſhould preſent himſelf but the 
dreaded man? I ſtarted back. —He 
bowed, with an air of dejection, 
at the ſame time putting his ſpread 
hand on his breaſt, with ſuch a 
look! I hurried into the carriage, 
too. much affected. He is much 
altered: pale, thin, and oppreſſed 
with viſible melancholy. — Poor 
Eveling ! I have, in every ſenſe, 
been the cauſe of his ruin, The 
thought is too much for my peace ! 
dir Benjamin torments me: his 
fondneſs is deteſtable, worſe, if 
5 poſſible, 


poſſible, than his peeviſh ill- hu- 
mour.—[ have no patience ! 


— — Ho hard my fate, 
To paſs life's ſcenes with ſuch a mate! 


Adieu.— What would you adviſe 
me? If Eveling continues in this 
neighbourhood, I am undone. - 1 
will write to him. If he has any 
regard for my peace, he will, by 
his abſence, put it in my power to 
act as becomes 

Tour friend, 


CLARA SCUDAMORE, 


If he ſtays, what mortal woman. 
can anſwer for the conſequence? 


D6 LETTER 
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LETTER XL 
Lady Scudamore to Mrs. Sidley. 


O you know, my dear, Sir 
Benjamin and I have had a 
very ſerious matrimonial fracas.— 
The creature, to be | jealous with- 
out the leaſt ſhadow of a cauſe! it 
would almoſt tempt one only 
that it is taking a too ſevere fevenge 
on one's ſelf, 


He intercepted a letter from 
Eveling, wherein he talks with 
lover-like ſoft nonſenſe of our 
meeting, —of his miſery, —his un- 

conquerable 
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conquerable paſſion, and ſo forth. 
— The knight trembled with rage, 
and the palſy, while he preſented 
to me the unfortunate Sillet- doux. 
I took it with great compoſure. 
Conſcious innocence made me ſau- 
cy. He ſtormed. I was too proud 
to condeſcend to make a defence, 
I only ſaid, I have ſeen your ne- 
phew, Sir, by chance and had I 
choſe «to ſee him on purpoſe, I 
ſhould not have thought it neceſ- 


ſary to aſk your leave. I am the 
guardian of my own honour, and. 
never before did any one dare to 


call it in queſtion.” I ſpoke with 


dignity ; for in reality, I had no- 


thing to . reproach myſelf with. 
10 He 
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He ſeemed ſtruck with my man- 
ner. — Guilt renders people cow- 
ards; innocence is bold as a lion. 


After a pauſe, — © What, Ma- 
dam!“ ſaid he, in a milder accent, 
& would you pretend to make 
light of an affair like this: to en- 
courage the guilty paſſion of ſach 
a libertine?“ What proof have: 
you, Sir, that I encourage it? Do 
you ſuppoſe I am to be anſwerable 
for every lilly fellow's paſſion that 
my charms may excite ? I have 
the vanity to think, in that caſe, I 
ſhould have much to He in- 


terrupted me with, I have no 
doubt of your vanity, Madam; 
| and 
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and as little doubt have I of my 
having been guilty of a moſt un- 
patdonable weakneſs, in forming 
ſuch an unequal alliance” [He 
ſighed. ] — but patience, Ma- 
dam, you will ſoon be releaſed.” 
[This ſpeech affected me, for he 
has lately been in a very bad ſtate 
of health.] — I wiſh not for the 
event you hint at, Sir; that would 
be of little conſequence now ;' and 
I fighed in my turn: but I do 
wiſh, that ſince what is paſt can- 
not be recalled, you would not 
make my fituation ſtill more 
wretched, by unjuſt ſuſpicions, I 
am no hypocrite ; and if I could 
acquire courage ſufficient. to act 

1 contrary 
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contrary to the deep-rooted prin- 


ciples of virtue which were early 
inſtilled into me, I ſhould ſoon ar- 
rive at the modiſh boldneſs of ex- 
hibiting the character of a modern 
wife. 


J may have injured you, Cla- 
ra,” ſaid he, taking my hand; you 
have been a better wife than I per- 
haps deſerved : better than I had 
reaſon to expect, I am ſure you 
are; but nevertheleſs, that billet 
has given a deep wound to my 
peace, Happy had it been for us 
both, had I never endeavoured to 
ſeparate———" [He pauſed, viſibly 
affected] Even my death cannot 

repair 
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repair the wrong; and I fear my 
fortune will little compenſate.” 


The tear ſtarted into my eye: I 
preſſed his hand. This kindneſs, 
Sir, I cannot withſtand : rage har» 
dens me, but by generous treat- 
ment you may mould me as you 
pleaſe, Believe me, my meeting 
with Mr. Eveling was accidental, 
and only for a few moments ; but 
if it will be any ſatisfaction to you, 
I promiſe never voluntarily to ſee 
him more, except you will give 
me leave to do it in your preſence, 
J ſhould be happy to ſee you re- 
conciled ; happy if you would take 
compaſſion on the unfortunate 

youth, 
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youth, whoſe circumſtances are ex- 


tremely diſtreſſing. I am, in ſome 
meaſure, the cauſe. Till you 
knew me, he had ever found a fa- 
ther in you: fince that time, he 
has been in a manner deſerted, and 
left to his own imprudence ; which 
I do not pretend to juſtify : but as 
I have been a bar to his fortune, I 
think it but juſtice to plead for 
him. 


«T feel,” ſaid he, „that I have 
not long to live, — He has ſome 
reaſon to complain of my unkind- 
neſs, though that is no excuſe for 
his follies. I will ſee him, Ma- 
dam, before I die, You will nei- 

ther 
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ther of you have reaſon to be dif- 


pleaſed at my will.” He then de- 


fired me to leave him, as he found 


himſelf extremely ill, 


I muſt now bid you adieu, that 

I may attend him. If he ſhould 
really be in ſuch danger as he ap- 
prehends, I ſhall begin to call my- 
ſelf to an account for ſome part of 
my conduct, though I have no- 
thing criminal to reproach myſelf 
with. Sometimes a little too 
haughty and ſelf-willed; but in 
ſuch a ſituation, who could help 
being diſſatisfied? I ought not 
to have married him — ſo you told 
me 


68 THE RELAPSE, 


me from the firſt.— Ah ! it is too 
late for theſe reflections. 


Adieu. 


CLARA SCUDAMORE. 


LETTER 
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LETTER XII. 


Mrs. Sidley to Lady Scudamore. 


Pity you, my dear; but at pre- 
ſent I have not leiſure to en- 
large on the ſubject : only remem- 
ber, that Mr. Eveling can now be 
nothing to you. Beware even of a 
too tender friendſhip : promote 
his intereſt with Sir Benjamin as 
much as you pleaſe, but avoid ZZte- 
a-tttes, recollections of paſt ſcenes, 
&c. Do not even diſſuade him 
from his propoſed American 
ſcheme; abſence is beſt for you 


both. 


I wiſh, 
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I wiſh, when you have effected 
a reconciliation between him and 
his uncle, you would ſend him 
here, out of harm's way, till he 
goes abroad : Sidley would be 
pleaſed with ſuch a companion, 
and Lady Bell would be no leſs. 
pleaſed to have another beau to 
enliven her parties. Why, has ſhe 
any of theſe animals in the coun- 
try? you will aſk, What do you 
think of my Sidley for one? Not 
much in the beau way, to do him 
juſtice ; but yet a very different 
being from what he was when you 
laſt faw him. No longer negligent 
in his dreſs: all his former gai- 
ety is returned: but your Louiſa 
is 


As. MT Bide 
is (till the ſame; ſighing for thoſe 


ſerene joys which our too-diſſi- 


pated friend has interrupted ; fond 
only of retirement and domeſtic 
bliſs.— Ah! why has her preſence 
ſo changed the placid ſcene ? 


I am vexed. Her friend, a Miſs 
Weſt, has a ſeat in this neighbour- 
hood : a lady who has now a large 
independent fortune, like herſelf, 
and, by all accounts, who is ſtill 
more gay than her ladyſhip. They 
are going to have a maſquerade, I 
ſtrenuouſly oppoſed being of the 
party; but as my huſband had 
conſented, I recollected your ad- 


| vice, and therefore yielded a reluc- 


tant 
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tant conſent. I find Summers is 
to be there. They tell me, he is 
an humble ſervant of the before- 
mentioned Miſs Weſt. Nothing is 
talked of but this vile ball. Lady 
Bell is to chooſe my fancy-dreſs 
for the occaſion. Ah! I care not 
what it is: her's will be ſuperb. 


—] have no patience. 


Is Sir Benjamin really fo ill ? 
Take care, my dear coulin; leave 
yourſelf no cauſe for ſelf-reproach : 
it is a painful ſenſation, and will 
embitter all your future days, — 
Adieu. 


Write to me. — Settle Eveling's 
affairs 
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affairs as ſoon as poſſible, and diſ- 
miſs him. Here, for your ſake as 


well as his own, he ſhall be fin« 
cerely welcomed by - | 


. Your's, 


LovisA SIDLEY; 


* 


Vor. u. E LETTER : 


LETTER XIII. 


Lady Scudamore to Mrs. Sidley. 


Maſquerade! How I ſhould 
enjoy being of the party ! 
= Poſitively, couſin, you are too 


grave at your age, to be an enemy 
to innocent amuſements. 


Sir Benjamin is better, cheared 
by my condeſcending ſmiles. No 
chance yet of being a rich young 
widow; which, by the bye, I look 
upon to be one of the moſt joyous 
Nates in life.— I am a docile, good 


creature; and for fear of thoſe ſaid 
ſelf 


— rn as — s = 0 1 
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ſelf-reproaches, &c. have followed 
your ſage advice, and been ſo kind 
to the old ſoul (cry him mercy) 
that he ſeems to have renewed his 
age. In return for which, he has 
granted my requeſt ; is reconciled 
to poor Eveling ; and here we are 


en famille, —You ſtart, ſweet prude 


that you are. (No offtence—prude- 
ry is only the quinteſſence of pru- 
dence.) It is certain, that the 
creature is at this moment under 
the ſame roof, nay, in the very 
next room; and, while I write, 
ſuffering his delighted uncle to 
win from him a game at cheſs ; — 
to the good ſoul the higheſt tri- 
umph. He has, within theſe few 

E 2 days, 


— I 


. 1 — B * * 
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days, ſo ſtolen into his good gra- 
ces, that I do not think we could 
exiſt without him. What does he 
imagine muſt be my ſenſations, 
when he can thus even warm the 
cold boſom of age? He was a fa- 


vourite from childhood; and never 


was that affection diminiſhed, till 
love, the diſturber of high and of 
low, made Sir Benjamin overleap 
the bounds of reaſon. La belle paſ= 
ion has had its day; and, now we 
are reſtored to our ſober ſenſes, we 
return to our former attachments. 


I own I am charmed with this 
addition to our ſociety. Vou may 


ſhake your wiſe head ; but, if I 
3 know 


& NOVEL 3 


know myſelf, it is an innocent 
pleaſure, Without having been 
guilty of Eloiſa's former impru- 
dence, I will ſtudy to acquit my- 
ſelf like another Mrs. Wolmore. 


Charming !—1I have been in a 
kind of ſtupid doze for this age 
paſt ; but now, — paſſions ro com- 
bat, conduct to regulate, a lo- 
ver to keep at a proper diſtance, 
and an old huſband to keep from 
jealouſy l—I wake, I feel my exiſt- 
ence, and yet have no fear of the 
conſequence; for I do not ſee 
how I could, were I at liberty 
to chooſe, augment my ſelicity. 
I fee, I converſe, I behold myſelf 

E 3 ſilently 
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filently adored, and I pride myſelf 
on that dignity of carriage which 

impoſes that filence. My happi- 
_ neſs depends on my ſelf- eſteem: 
I prefer Eveling to all the men in 
the world as a lover; but from a 
lover to a huſband the falling-off 
is ſo great, that I am convinced I 
ſhould be a great loſer, were it in 
my power to convert him into 
one, But it is pleaſant, to have 
ſo pretty a fellow at one's com- 
mand from morning to night, and 
to ſee him cold and inſenſible to 
the charms of every other woman, 
while his eyes beam reſpectful ten- 
derneſs whenever they raiſe their 
timid glances towards me. 


Sir 
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Sir Benjamin, ſomehow or o- 
ther, ſeems to have a wonderful 
confidence in me of late, He ſhall 
not be deceived, I ſpeak this laſt 
ſentence aloud with firmneſs. = 
The pride of human nature loves 
to combat with difficulties, 


Adieu; for I am ſummoned, 
Write, and love me. 


CLARA SCUDAMORE, 


E 4 LETTER 
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LETTER XIV. 


Mrs. Sidley to Lady Scudamore. 


TART! yes indeed, I ſtart at 
the wonderful contents of your 
laſt letter, —Surely Sir Benjamin is 
exceedingly imprudent. And you, 
my couſin, who have ſaid ſo many 
prudent things in regard to Lady 
Bell's conduct, do you fancy your- 
ſelf exempt from the weakneſs of 
our ſex? Like a filly moth, you 
will flutter round the taper, till 
Ah! forbid it Heaven! But indced 
I -tremble for you. A man who, 


you ſay (is it proper for a married 
woman 
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woman to ſay it?) adores you, to 
live under the ſame roof; to be at 
your command from morning to- 
night; and to dart at you his 
impaſſioned glances ! — Eloiſa is a 
romance: but in real life, are paſ- 
ſions ſo eaſily combated ? or is it 
ſo very pleaſant to live in a con- 
ſtant ſtruggle between a criminal 
paſſion and one's duty? I thought 
you had more knowledge of human 
nature, In ſuch a fituation as 
your's, cowardice 1s a virtue, 


T have an inſtance daily before 
my eyes; fatal inſtance, I fear, ſhe- 
will one day prove: but fate in 
that muſt take its courſe ;. patience: 

E 5 is 


82 THE RELAPSE, 


is my province, ſilent patience : 
but in regard to you, friend of my 
heart, not to ſpeak would be cri- 
minal :—as you have hitherto paid 
a kind attention to my advice, fol- 
low it now. 


Our vile maſquerade, owing to 
Miſs Weſt's having been indiſ- 
poſed, has not yet taken place. 
Eveling would perhaps like the 
amuſement, by way of a little va- 


riety. Oblige me; for your own 
ſake, ſend him to us; I will take 


care of him ; and as he will leave 
his heart in fafe cuſtody, there can 
be no danger: and yet, chide if 
you pleaſe, I would give half my 
| 5 noble 
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noble income to ſee him firmly 


attached to a certain dangerous fair 
one. Ah! it would put all our 
affiirs en train, — Ar all events, 


ſend him, and you will be more 
than a Mrs. Wolmore ; conſe= 
quently, ſtill more worthy than 
you have ever been of the eſteem of 


Your affectionate 


LovisA SIDLEY« 


E 6 LETTER 
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GI TER XY, 


Lady Scudamore to Mrs. Sidley. 


* T any rate fend him.“ 
Upon my word! And are 
paſſions then ſo eaſily combated ? 


Your own words, remember. You 


wiſh, too, that he were firmly at- 
tached to a certain dangerous fair 
one.— I am much obliged to you, 
truly: but we do not fo eaſily part 
with our captives, eſpecially to her 
ladyſhip. She has already, I fear, 
gained one more than comes to 
her ſhare, Seriouſly, I know no 
one thing in life that would more 


deeply 
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deeply wound my peace, than the 
loſs of Eveling's heart, This may 
be improper for ſome married 
women to ſay, but there is great 
allowance to be made for my ſitu- 
ation. Remember, I aſk nothing 
but his heart ; and if he has ſome 
little intereſt in mine, I ſee not 
any violent crime in it. Sir Benja- 
min is not capable of thoſe refined 
diſtinctions which Sidley and you 
would experience. If I do not in- 
jure his honour; if I am obliging 
and obedient to his will and plea- 
ſure, what more can he aſk? He 
has not, I dare ſay, the conſcience 
to expect me to love him; and 
why ſhould he be like the dog in 


the 
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the fable? My paſſion, I proteſt 


to you, is perfectly Platonic, and, 
if I know myſelf, will ever remain 
ſo. I have often ſaid, I was not 
formed to be the ſlave of the blind 
God. A gentle lambent flame, a 
pleaſing warmth, much friendſhip, 
and no ſmall quantity of vanity. 
It would hurt me beyond meaſure, 
to find my charms too weak to re- 
tain the only ſlave I now ſuffer to 
wear my chains : — but I think I 
may truſt him. 


Lady Bell, indeed! I ſhould not 
have thought of her becoming my 
rival! 


I have 
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I have told Eveling you expect, 
as my friend, the compliment of a 
viſit from him, and it was my 
will and pleaſure that your expec- 
tations ſhould be gratified. He 
looked at me with ſo much mean- 
ing in his eyes, while I made this 
propoſal, that I felt my colour 
change. This comes of your vio- 
lent prudence. Had he not rea- 
ſon to think I found his preſence 

dangerous, ſince I was in ſuch 

' haſte to get rid of him ?—I ſoon 
recovered myſelf, however; and, 
to puniſh his vanity, have treated 
him with gay indifference ever 
ſince, You will ſee him then, my 
couſin ; and you will be compelled 
to 
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to acknowledge, that he is but too 
amiable. Take care of him, for 
my ſake. — Let me know what he 


thinks of your belles. 
Adieu. 


CLARA SCUDAMORE, 


LETTER 
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LETTER XVI. 


Mrs. Sidley to Lady Scudamore. 


ES, my dear, he is extremely 

amiable. Sidley is charmed 

with his converſation, and our la- 

dies no leſs fo with his perſon ; — 
Miſs Weſt in particular, 


To her I have at laſt been in- 
troduced ; but, in ſpite of Lady 
Bell's endeavours to prejudice me 
in her favour, ſhe is not at all to 
my taſte. Haughty, affected, and 
vain to exceſs. I muſt own, how- 
ever, that ſhe is remarkably hand- 

ſome, 
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ſome, though not in the ſtyle of 
beauty which I admire; and yet 
her features are perfectly regular; 
but ſhe diſtorts them by affecta- 
tion: — a ſtudied ſmile, to diſplay 
her white teeth; fine eyes half- 
cloſed, by way of languiſhment. 
Perhaps I like her the leſs for the 
negligence with which ſhe treats 
me,—My fortune is, to be ſure, 
far inferior to her's, and ſhe has a 
paſſion for people of faſhion and 
quality. You may ſuppoſe, that I 
neither am, nor could take the 
trouble of being on any degree of 
intimacy with her. I meet her, 
indeed, oftener than I wiſh, at 
Lady Bell's; and now, fince Mr. 

Eveling 


& NOVER © 


Eveling has been our gueſt, ſhe 
condeſcends to make more fre- 


quent viſits to our cottage. 


Mr. Summers is daily expected. 
— By the accounts I have heard 
of that gentleman, I fear he may 
find your friend a dangerous rival. 
You ſtart! — A rival in the lady's 
favour, I mean ; which, however, 
to conſole you, he does not ſeem 
very ſolicitous to gain: and yet, 
my dear, were ſhe worthy of him, 
you ought to rejoice at his forming 
a new and more fortunate attach- 
ment, — You will chide ; but I 
would have my Clara not only act 


with innocence, but propriety. 


The 
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The fooliſh maſquerade is ſtill 
deferred till Summers arrives. I 
feel myſelf of ſo little conſequence 
amongſt thoſe people who fancy 
themſelves great and mighty, that 
I have ſcarce patience to aſſociate 
with them. My Sidley, on the 
contrary, ſeems but too much 
pleaſed with thoſe gay inſignifi- 
cant beings, and pays more defer- 
ence to rank, than I think con- 
ſiſtent with his good ſenſe : —it is 
a mean pride, of which I thought 
him incapable: it is the weakneſs 
of upſtarts; and he is as well- 
born, and had once as flattering 
proſpects as the beſt of them, I 


remember you once ſaid of him, 
' cc He 


« He is, I fear, virtuous more from 
the abſence of temptation, than 
from any fixed principle — want- 
ing,” you added, that inflexible 
ſteadineſs, which alone is ſufficient 
to ſtem the torrent of paſſions na- 
turally impetuous, and too cager in 
the purſuit of pleaſure.” I remem- 
ber, too, I was rather hurt at your 
having formed, what I thought, 
ſo unjuſt an opinion of him.— Ah, 
alas! was it unjuſt ? 


We are launching into expen- 
ces; of which, I fear, we ſhall 
ſoon experience the fatal conſe- 
quences, He will not ſuffer me 


to remonſtrate, Alas! my dear, 
he 
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he treats me with a degree of neg = 
ligence that wounds me to the 
heart. No doubt, he makes com- 


: pariſons, much to my diſadvan- 
tage, between me and our fine 
ladies; the unaffected ſimplicity 
of my manners, and plainneſs of 
my dreſs, is ſuch a contraſt to 
theirs. But my pride differs from 
his: I ſcorn to attempt an appear- 
ance above my humble ſituation, 
Then my natural gravity is now 
converted into the deepeſt dejec- 
tion. I cannot help it :—is it in 
nature I ſhould be chearful? He 
wonders what is the matter with 
me. *© Never was any creature ſo 
much altered: but women, after 
| they 
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they are married, think it unne- 
ceſſary to ſacrifice to the Graces.” ' 
This he ſaid to me this morning, 


with a peeviſh accent, Tears 
ſtarted into my eyes. He looked 
diſpleaſed. *© You have, I ſup- 
poſe, been told, Louiſa, that beau- 
ty appears to moſt advantage in 
tears; but I am quite of a different 
opinion. Venus is deſcribed as 
the laughter-loving goddeſs. Be 
aſſured, you would much better 
become the latter than the former. 
— That cap, too, gives ſuch a pri- 
mitive air to your countenance.” 
It is neat, Sir, and that is my prin- 
cipal ſtudy; but if you diſlike it, it 
is eaſily changed,” O, as you 

pleaſe, 
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pleaſe, Madam,” cried he, careleſſ- 
ly ; „only, I believe, few women, 
if they had ſuch fine hair as you, 
would chooſe to conceal it,” If 
I thought it would appear more 
agreeable to you, my Sidley, I 
ſhould have a laudable pride in 
diſplaying it; but lately,” added I, 
fighing, I have not flattered my- 
ſelf that any of my few charms 
have been honoured with much of 
your attention. Why, Louiſa, 
charms that one is much accuſe 
tomed to, cannot be ſuppoſed to 
excite any violent emotions ; but 
one would wiſh one's wife to make 


| 2 tolerable figure in the eyes of 
others, 
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others, were it only to juſtify one's 
taſte.” 


While he ſpoke, in came our 
belles, handſome as the moſt ele- 
gantly-fancied undrefles could ren- 
der them ; their fine complexions 
heightened by their morning ram- 
ble. He flew to Lady Bell. Ma- 
ria diſplayed all her airs and graces 
on the entrance of your Eveling ; 
who received her modiſh advances 
with proper gallantry, while I felt 
myſelf a mere cypher amidſt the 
gay circle,-Ah, my dear, it is too 
plain, Sidley no longer loves me! 
I retired unnoticed, to weep over 


my child. — Sweet innocent, why 
Vor. II, F have 
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have I introduced thee into this 
miſerable world ? 


Adieu, my couſin. Why ſhould 
I fay more? it is only diſtreſſing 


the ſympathizing heart of my 
Clara. 


LETTER 


„ WY NXwmis 
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LEIITIER ATC 


Mrs. Sidley to Lady Scudamore. 


R. Summers arrived here 


laſt night, The meeting 
between him and Sidley was af- 
fecting. — Attachments formed in 
youth are not eaſily effaced. In- 
deed, I find it was more from want 
of ability than negligence, that he 


appeared to deſert his friend in his 
diſtreſs. 


He related, with ſome humour, 


the very embarraſſing ſituation into 


which he had plunged himſelf by 
F 2 his 


100 THE RELAPSE, 


his extravagance, with his precipi- 
tate retreat to France. But all is 
right now again, Charles,” cried he, 
„ You and I have paid ſomewhat 
dear for our experience; it is, 
however, a valuable commodity ; 
and, as moſt men play the fool 
ſome time or other of their lives, 
the ſooner it is over the better : 
youth is the beſt excuſe for it, I 
now,” added he, want only ſuch 
a wife (if ſuch another,” he was 
pleaſed to ſay, © is to be found) as 
your's, to keep me ſteady in the 
way I ſhould go. Have you no 
fiſter,” continued he, with a gay 
air, addreſſing himſelf to me, © that 
would accept of a heart which is 

impatient 
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impatient to diſpoſe of itfelf, as it 
is, I feel at this moment, far from 
being ſafe in my cuſtody ?”—* What 
think you of Lady Bell, your old 
friend?” cried Sidley, ſmiling, and 
looking at me; Louiſa, I am ſure, 
will give her a warm recommen=- 
dation, as her ladyſhip is one of 
her firſt favourites,” * I am, in- 
deed,” ſaid I, her great admurer ; 
nor do I know a young lady more 
amiable, both in perſon and mind.” 
Summers looked a little arch, and 
anſwered. dryly, That may be 
your opinion, Madam; but I could 
at this moment produce one a 
thouſand times more charming in 
perſon, in mind, in every thing.” 

F 3 « Perhaps 
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Perhaps you mean her friend, 
Miſs Weſt,” cried IJ. Maria is a 
fine girl, to be ſure, ſaid he; © but 


it is not at Fir- hill that ſhe muſt 
hope to ſhine, where there are 


beauties ſo much more attractive. 


— Do not be jealous, Charles.— 1 
feel 1 ſhall abſolutely be in love 
— He ſtopped ſhort, affecting 
to be rebuked by a look I gave 
him, expreſſive of my diſlike to 
ſuch filly, frothy compliments. 


* Charles,” cried he, * does 
Mrs. Sidley know any thing of my 
character? Did you ever tell her 


what a thoughtleſs fellow I am ? 


But I hope, in ſuch ſociety as 
her's, 


——  ”  . 
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her's, to acquire a little poliſh.” 
' I hope not, returned Sidley, in 
the ſame gay tone, if you mean 
in the Cheſterfield way.” I am 
very little qualified to poliſh in any 
way,” ſaid I; © and I dare anſwer 
for it, Mr. Summers does not 
think he' ſtands in need of any, 
after having ſtudied (as one may 
diſcover by his converſation he has) 
that maſter of the Graces.” * And 
how, Madam, do you diſcover 
that?“ reſumed he. By your 
following his advice, Sir; by your 
viſible contempt of our ſex, by 
flattering fo very ——.” O, Ma- 


dam, ſpare me, interrupted he; 


F 4 * the 
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the more I hear, the more I ſhall 
be tempted to offend.” 


But why, Clara, do I repeat ſuch 
inſignificant chat? Do you call 
this Summers an agreeable man ? 
confident ſtarer, and has a manner 
which 1 cannot deſcribe, But I 
am too much ruſticated to have 
any / taſte for your modern fine, 
gentlemen, — Adieu. RE | 
Ever your's, 
Lovis A SIDLEY, 


*p, 8. The ally maſquerade i is 
fixed for next Monday. 


LETTER 
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UCETTE KK XVEE 
Mrs. Sidley to Lady Scudamore. 


UR long-talked-of ball is at 
laſt over, and I am returned 
to my peaceful cottage, ſufficiently 
fatigued with the unintereſting 
buſtle; where all but your poor 
Louiſa were gay and joyous. —We- 
only can taſte when the heart is 
at eaſe; and mine was fad, as ſad 
could be. — Muſt I fay ſomething 
of our dreſſes? I ſuppoſe you will 
expect it, —Heigh-ho! 


Lady Bell was elegant as the 
F 5 beſt- 
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beſt-fancied ornaments could make 
her. A quantity of ſilver-gauze, 
a profuſion of Italian flowers and 
Jewels, added luſtre to her native 
charms : her delicate ſhape diſ- 
played to advantage, and her bo- 
ſom, white as ſnow, expoſed with- 
out thoſe prudiſh coverings which 
you and I might deem neceſſary.— 
Sidley . could not conceal the ad- 
miration ſhe excited: his eyes 
wandered, with viſible delight, 
from charm to charm. I, that I 
might eſcape notice, ſince no long- 
er worthy of his, choſe a black do- 
mino; in which I looked neither 
well nor ill: it was of no conſe- 
quence. 


10 Nothing 
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Nothing could be more elegant 
than the decorations of our ball- 
room : a pleaſant wood, too, near 
the houſe, was illuminated, and 
the trees hung with garlands of 
flowers. In the temple and ſum- 
mer-houſes there were cold colla- 
tions of every thing that could gra- 
tify the Epicurean taſte. Muſic 
was alſo placed ſo as to be heard 
without ſeeing the performers. 
Some of the company amuſed 
themſelves with dancing, while 
others ſtrolled in the gardens ; — a 
filly ſet of ſouls they appeared to 
me, with © I know you, and you 
don't know me: and a fruitleſs 
attempt at wit. | 


F 6 Summers 
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Summers was quite troubleſome 
to me. Miſs Weſt, of courſe, 
expected him to be her partner ; 
but he complained of a ſprained 
ankle, filly fellow ! that he might 
keep himſelf diſengaged, to peſter 
me with his unmeaning nonſenſe. 
Eveling, who ſeems to be quite as 
acceptable, fupplied his place with 
that fair one ; and fair ſhe really 
was, adorned too for conqueſt. — 
Sidley, though charmed with his 
partner, appeared more than uſu- 
ally-attentive to my motions : — 
ſo far Summers's gallantry was of 
advantage to me. — Were you in 
my place, perhaps you would play. 
off a few coquettiſh. airs; by way 

of 
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of recalling the wanderer; but I 
have no turn for that ; nor do I 
approve of doing ill (or at leaſt 
putting on the appearance of ill) 
that good may come of it, 


I had much more to ſay, my 
dear, but I am interrupted. — 


Adieu for the preſent. 


LovisA SIDLEY,: 


LETTER 
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LETTER XIX. 


Mifs Maria Weſt to Miſs Gore. 


Y Kitty, not to come with me, 
We have a thouſand amuſements, 
though in the country; and ſuch 
beaus! it would do your heart 


O U was a croſs creature, 


good to ſee them, There is Sid- 


ley, 
Who has that ſoft perſuaſive art 
Which ſteals inſenſibly the coldeſt heart. 


Lady Bell has long been a loſt 
woman : ſeriouſly, ſhe ſeems in- 


clined 
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clined to carry matters a little far- 
ther than is quite the thing ;—but 
that is her affair: I am no prude, 
though I hold it ſafeſt to be virtu- 
ous, —if one can. — Summers is 


here too; but he is a mere animal. 


Would you believe it? the creature 
has piqued my pride; but you 
know I never ſet much value on 


ſuch an inſignificant conqueſt, — 


Like a modiſh friend, he has taken 


a fancy to Sidley's help-mate. — 
Such a bit of ſtill- life Ah! how 
could ſhe hope to retain the heart 
of a huſband like her's, a fellow of 
fire and ſpirit ; ſhe ſuch a compo- 
ſition of milk and water? And 


ſhall ſhe, with impunity, rob me 


of 
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of my captive? No. — I love a 


little miſchief, were it only by 
way of variety : Lady Bell will, I 
dare ſay, aſſiſt me in it. She has 
long affected to be her friend; 
nay, I believe, once ſeriouſly be- 
lieved herſelf ſuch; but her preſent 
connection with Sidley renders that 
now impoſhble : — ſhe muſt hate 
her, becauſe ſhe has injured her; 
and they never pardon who have 
done the wrong. — I am much 
miſtaken, if Sidley does not till 
like his wife well enough, in ſpite 
of his new attachment, to be horri- 
bly vexed, were he to ſuſpect that 
ſhe gave any other man the prefer- 
ence, beſides the proper buſtle 

"REFS that 


— 
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that a fellow of his ſpirit muſt 
make about his honour, and all 
that. To tell you. the truth, I 
have a moſt cardial averſion to her. 
She has the vanity to think herſelf 
handſome ; and to be ſure, if a ſet 
of unmeaning featutes and ruſtic 
bloom To me ſhe is horrid, 
Indeed, I cannot conceive: how tlie 
men can think a perſon in her ſtyle 
of life worth their leaſt attention. 
Women of faſhion have ſuch ad- 
vantages : — ſhe, an obſcure little 
creature, whom nobody knows! 
But I always thought Summers a 
filly fellow. 


There is one Eveling here, 
worth 
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worth a thouſand of him as a lo- 
ver; but I fear he has not the re- 
quiſite qualifications for that com- 
modious thing a huſband; and I 
am too fond of making a proper 


figure in life, to conſult my heart 
in affairs of that nature. In the 
way of matrimony, I ſhould cer- 
tainly give Summers the prefer- 
ence; and as one marries now-a- 
days in order to enjoy one's liber- 
ty, I would as ſoon have taken 
him as any-other man, whoſe for- 
tune was not ſuperior :—and really, 
the ſooner that affair is diſpatched 
the better, ſince one meets with a 
thouſand temptations which it is 

not 


t 
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not ſafe to yield to, without that 
convenient cloak—a Huſband. 


look upon a divorce to be the 
moſt joyous thing in nature: it 
makes a woman known, and 
ſpreads the fame of her attractions; 
beſides, it is the ton.—Lady Bell 
was exceſſively to blame, not to 
take Beville : ſhe might then have 
pleaſed herſelf without cenſure ; 
but now, if her affair is diſcovered, | 

ſhe is ruined :—but ſhe affected the 
woman of ſentiment, and thought 
herſelf ſuperior to the weakneſs of 
her ſex. She is juſtly puniſhed, — 
I hate your women who pique 
themſelves on their underſtanding. 
Who, 
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Who, now-a-days, cares a fig for 
a woman's mind? Riches for a 
wife, and beauty in a miſtreſs, is 
all that the fellows have the con- 
ſcience to deſire. Who would 
chooſe. to be a fool to their wife ? 
As they do not trouble themſelves 
about their own underſtandings, 
they would be very ſorry to be 
troubled with her's. Wiſdom is a 
grave, antiquated virtue, What a 
filly figure would a wiſe man make 
amidſt our modiſh circles! 1 
have now and then met with one 
of thoſe ſage beings; and I never 
faw them half an hour in a room 
without affecting the whole aſſem- 
bly with the vapours.— For my 

part, 
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part, I yawn at the bare idea of 
ſenſe, ſentiment, and ſuch ſtuff, 


I want to make Sidley jealous 
of his wife: —if we could bring 
her to give him fome juſt founda- 
tion for it, it would be till better; 
but I fear ſhe has not ſufficient ſpi- 
rit for that: however, the appear- 
ance, properly managed, will an- 
ſwer our purpoſe. I found means 
to give him a few hints at the maſ- 
querade; for I was quite in the 
humour for a little miſchief. I 
made him look about him ; and I 
believe his ſuſpicions put him alſo 
in a humour for a little miſchief, 


by way of revenge. It is certain, 
his 
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his fair one and he, by way of 
avoiding the crowd I ſuppoſe, 
made a pretty long viſit to my lit- 
tle hermitage : — as convenient a 
retreat for lovers as could be 
wiſhed, I thought her ladyſhip 
appeared rather diſconcerted when 
I rallied her on her long abſence. 
Even Sidley had a ſort of awk- 
| wardneſs about him on their re- 
turn, and did not acquit himſelf 
with his uſual gaiety. I told him, 
that though Eveling and I had 


miſſed our friends, I had the plea- 


ſure to inform him, that Summers 
had taken all imaginable care of 
his help-mate; who did not in the 
leaſt appear to regret his abſence, 

This 
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This ſpeech was not calculated to 
raiſe his ſpirits, 


Lady Bell, before we ſat down 
to ſupper, complained of indiſpoſi- 
tion: I offered an apartment for 
the reſt of the night in my houſe, 
but ſhe choſe to go home. Mrs. 


Sidley, who alſo complained of fa- 
tigue, begged ſhe might accom- 
pany her. This ſhe declined, ſay- 
ing, that ſhe was ſure it was only 
out of complaiſance to her. A 


ſeemingly friendly conteſt enſued : 
Sidley interpoſed ; whiſpered his 
deary, that it would be rude to leave 
the company under ſuch a trifling 
pretence as a little fatigue; and ſaid 

| he 
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he would take care of her ladyſhip, 

and return to her before the com- 
pany roſe from table: then taking 
his fair partner by the hand, he 
led her off in triumph. Summers 
looked arch, and begged ſhe would 
not be uneaſy about her friend, for 
there was no doubt but Mr. Sidley 
would pay her proper attention. 
In ſaying this, he ſhewed his white 
teeth, by a malicious grin.— Eve- 
ling, who is a good creature, looked 
with tender compaſſion at Louiſa, 
'who, foft ſoul, was obliged to have 
recourſe to her ſmelling-bottle. 


Sidley returned much ſooner 
than I expected: he found Sum- 
| mers 


4a 


mers ſeated by his help-mate, 
whiſpering ſoft nonſenſe in her 
ear: to which, however, it muſt 
be owned, ſhe did not ſeem to pay 
much attention. Her eyes were 
every moment directed towards the 
door with anxious looks; and 
when her good man approached, 
her before-unanimated countenance 
brightened up: ſhe made room for 
him; but he, with a ſullen air, 
pranced round to the other ſide of 
the table. 


Man, that lawleſs libertine, may rove 
Free and uncenſured thro' the wilds of love; 


but our poor ſex, fettered by thoſe 
Vor. II. G unnatural 
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unnatural reſtraints they have im- 


poſed on us, are 


I am interrupted, my dear: Eve- 
ling is below : the ſound of his 
name has quite diſconcerted my 
ideas. Adieu then. — My letter 
before was of a ſufficient length. 


Your's, 


MARIA WEST. 


LETTER 
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LETTER XX. 
Lady Scudamore to Mrs. Sidley. 
My dear, Sir Benjamin is 


dreadfully ill! The phyſi- 
cians ſhake their heads. — Poor 


man! — How I now rejoice that 
I have nothing criminal to re- 
proach myſelf with. To be a wit- 
neſs of his ſufferings, and to reflect 
that I muſt one day be reduced to 
the ſame ſituation, when the King 
of Terrors claims me as his cap- 
tive, the world, and all its pomps 
and vanities, loſe their attractions. 


G 2 Send 
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Send Eveling back ; his uncle 


deſires to ſee him ere he dies; and 
your friend, in her preſent frame 
of mind, may ſee him too with 
perfect ſafety. — Alas! this awful 
event cannot remove the bar that 
is placed between us. We are ſe- 
parated for ever.— I am ſufficiently 
puniſhed for my ambition. 


Your affairs, my couſin, are, I 
find, far from being en train; but 
yet beware of cauſcleſs jealouſy. I 
was the firſt to ſet you on your 
guard againſt Lady Bell, but I ſhall 
be the laſt to encourage you in that 
tormenting paſſion. She has hi- 
therto acted in a manner to deſerve 


our 
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our eſteem : let her not forfeit it, 
then, without ſtrong proofs. Tor- 
ment not yourſelf before your time, 
by anticipating misfortunes. **Suf- 
ficient to the day is the evil 
thereof,” 


I fear your Sidley's change of 
temper may be owing to the ſtate 
of his affairs. I fancy he has not 
lately been very attentive to them. 
He has not your juſt pride, to con- 
form his manner of life to his 
narrow income. Surely there can- 
not be a greater meanneſs than at- 
tempting to vie with people of ten 
times his fortune. They will de- 
ſpiſe him for it. 


G 3 I have 
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I have only time for a few lines : 
Sir Benjamin demands, and ſhall 
have my conſtant attendance, — 
Adieu then, my true friend, —In 
all ſituations I am 


Your's, 


CLARA SCUDAMORE, 


LETTER 
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LETTER 1 
Mrs. Sidley to Lady Scudamore. 


VELING waits to convey 

this note. We ſhall great- 
ly miſs him; he is a worthy 
man : Sidley highly eſteems him. 
Ah! had he been accuſtomed to 
chooſe friends like him, we both 
might have bcen happier. 


Poor Sir Benjamin !— But why 
do I pity him for leaving this mi- 
ſerable world? How few to me 
are its joys ! 


G 4 Lady 
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Lady Bell has been indiſpoſed 
ever ſince our ball (I have called 
twice, without being admitted) in 
a high fever, her attendants ſay, and 
ordered to be kept quiet. If ſhe 
is really ſo ill——Ought I to doubt 
it? Thoſe cruel ſuſpicions prey 
upon my heart: !] pine in thought, 
O that I could take your advice, and 
be blind, inſenſible and blind! — 
She may be innocent. I have na- 
turally a tincture of jealouſy in my 
compoſition ; and that green-eyed 
monſter often creates the food it 
feeds on.— But have I not loſt my 
Sidley's love? Can I be deceived 
in the amazing change I find in 
him? Yet, I think, he has for 

ſome 


1 


A NOVEL. uy 


ſome days paſt been more gentle in 
his manner to me. I have even 
caught him looking at me with a 
degree of tenderneſs mixed with 
compaſſion. Why compaſſion? 
But when that tormenting Sum- 
mers approaches, his countenance 
changes, he eyes me with ſuſpi- 
cious ſcrutiny, I fear ſome ſecret 
enemy has been endeavouring to 
prejudice him againſt me. Alas! 
ought he not to know me better ? 
But he judges by his own incon- 
ſtant heart: = mine is incapable of 
change. 


He is gloomy and reſerved ; his 
gaiety is fled, Has he a grief of 
G5 which 
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which I have not a right to ſhare ? 


Our circumſtances muſt indeed be 
involved; but why will he not 
unboſom himſelf? why not con- 


fult with me, his trueſt friend? It 
is full time that they were arran- 


ged. Let him but reſtore to me 
his alienated heart, and I ſet at 
defiance the frowns of fortune : 
but he, I fear, will fink under the 
preſſure of adverſity, He was 
born for the buſy ſcenes of life 
how different from me! 


With him for ever I in woods could reſt, 
Where never foot before the ground had 
preſt. 


Mis Weſt has juſt called on 


0 me, 
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me, to alk me to pay a viſit to Lady 
Bell. I attend her. — Adieu till 


my return. 


IN CONTINUATION, 


Ah! my dear, how can I doubt? 
But I will, if poſſible, be filent, 
and let my ſtifled grief, like a 
cankering worm, conſume my 
early prime. 


Our viſit was not, I fancy, 
very acceptable : it was viſibly 
unexpected, We found the Lady 
in an elegant de/abillt ;—fo far was 

G 6 in 
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in character for a ſick perſon ; but 
barring an air leſs gay than uſual, 
I ſaw not in her countenance any 
traces of her violent illneſs: on the 
contrary, ſhe neyer appeared more 
attractive. And as our entrance 
(for what reaſon I will not pretend 
to ſay) gave a ſudden fluſh to her 
complexion, we had no pretence to 
condole with her on her altered 
looks. Why did ſhe bluſh? Was 
it becauſe we found my inconſtant 
Sidley ſeated by her fide? Was it 
becauſe he held her unreluctant 
hand preſſed between his? or was 
"Va little remains of virtue, which 
made her aſhamcd to ſee the wo- 
man whom ſhe had, under the 

pretence 
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pretence of friendſhip, robbed of 
all, ſhe held dear, the woman 
whoſe happineſs ſhe had deſtroyed 


for ever? 


At our entrance they both roſe, 
or rather ſtarted up.—* Pray, don't 
let us diſturb you, good folks,” 
cried Miſs Weſt, ironically ; *I 
am ſorry to have diſconcerted ſo 
comfortable a fte-d-tete; are not 
you, Mrs. Sidley ?” turning to me. 
— I was too much affected, too ſad 
to make a ſpeech ſuch as moſt 
wives would have made. I was 
filent. Sidley (as if to ſhew that 
what he dared do he dared juſtify) 
ſaid, with a diſdainful ſmile, « You 

5 are 
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in character for a ſick perſon ; but 
barring an air leſs gay than uſual, 
I ſaw not in her countenance any 
traces of her violent illneſs: on the 
contrary, ſhe neyer appeared more 
attractive. And as our entrance 
(for what reaſon I will not pretend 
to ſay) gave a ſudden fluſh to her 
complexion, we had no pretence to 
condole with her on her altered 
looks, Why did ſhe bluſh? Was 
it becauſe we found my inconſtant 
Sidley ſeated by her fide? Was it 
becauſe he held her unreluctant 
hand preſſed between his ? or was 
it a little remains of virtue, which 
made her aſhamcd to ſee the wo- 
man whom ſhe had, under the 

pretence 
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pretence of friendſhip, robbed of 


all ſhe held dear, the woman 
whoſe happineſs ſhe had deſtroyed 


for ever? 


At our entrance they both roſe, 
or rather ſtarted up.—** Pray, don't 
let us diſturb you, good folks,” 
cried Miſs Weſt, ironically ; “1 
am ſorry to have diſconcerted ſo 
comfortable a 7&te-a-tfte; are not 
you, Mrs. Sidley ?” turning to me. 
— I was too much affected, too ſad 
to make a ſpeech ſuch as moſt 
wives would have made. I was 
filent. Sidley (as if to ſhew that 
what he dared do he dared juſtify) 
ſaid, with a diſdainful ſmile, © You 

5 are 
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are very ſucceſsful in your attempt 
to be ſmart this morning, Madam ; 
but you apply to a wrong perſon 
for aſſiſtance: Louiſa has no talents 
for raillery.” ** No, nor for railing 
neither,” interrupted I, with ſome 
ſpirit, © though the preſent ſtyle 
of huſbands are very well calculated 
to teach one that accompliſhment.” 
© But if all huſbands were like 
me, returned he, careleſly, wives 
would not think it worth their 
while to amuſe themſelves in that 
way, ſince it would anſwer no 
manner of purpoſe.” 


Lady Bell, who was not much 
more at her caſe than me, in order 
to 
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to change the ſubject, aſked if we 
choſe any refreſhment after our 
walk? Sidley's ſpeech had piqued 
me into ſome degree of ſpirit, I 
thanked her for her civility ; but 
ſaid, that the pleaſure of finding 
her ladyſhip ſo much better than I 
expected, and the additional plea- 
ſure of finding Mr. Sidley fo gay, 
and in ſuch remarkable good-4u- 
mour, rendered refreſhment unne- 
ceſſary: 1 could not be ſenſible of 
any want in ſuch good company. 
— Excellent,” cried Miſs Weſt, 
with a loud laugh: no talents 
for raillery, did you ſay ? why, ſhe 
is quite a dab at it.” 


At 
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At that moment in came Sum- 
mers. — Ah, wretch!” conti- 
nued ſhe, turning to him, © what 
brought you here ?—you have in- 
terrupted the moſt chariuing di- 
alogue. We were all in ſuch ſweet 
ſpirits!” And why does my 


preſence interrupt it ?” ſaid he, 1 


ſhould be happy to partake.” «You 
have long admired Mrs. Sidley,” 
reſumed the trifler, but you 
would have been doubly wounded, 
had you heard her wit.“ Yes, I 
believe he would,” cried Sidley, 
with an air of malice, had he 
heard it; but it was more than 
any body elſe could diſcover.” A 
huſband is the laſt perſon,” faid I, 

| wounded 
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wounded to the ſoul by his un- 
kindneſs, *© whom one muſt expect 
to diſcover the perfections of his 
wife.” * And a huſband now-a- 
days,' returned he, colouring with 
reſentment, * is the laſt perſon to 
whom a wife thinks it worth her 
while to diſplay them.“ 


I could go no farther: I felt 
myſelf quite ill; my head grew 
giddy : I roſe in haſte to go into 
the air, Summers, with officious 
gallantry, ſeeing, I ſuppoſe, the 
change of my complexion, flew to 
offer his hand:—though he was the 
laſt. perſon in the world whom J 


ſhould have choſen to aſſiſt me, yet 
I was 
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I was too ill to think of conſe- 
quences, I muſt have ſunk but 


for his ſupporting arm, He led 
me to the garden, and, ſeating me 
on a garden- chair, knelt before 
me. I was diſtreſſed. I made 
ſigns for him to quit his ridiculous 
poſture, but I had not power to 
ſpeak; I was almoſt deprived of 
ſenſe and motion. At that mo- 
ment I ſaw Sidley advance: I 
ſtrove to riſe, in order to meet 
him, but ſunk down again : mean 
time he hurried by, darting at me 
a look that pierced my heart, I 
uttered a faint ſcream, claſped my 
hands together, and fell back on the 
ſeat in a fainting fit, I know not 

how 
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how long it was before I reco- 
vered, but, on opening my eyes, I 
found Miſs Weſt and Lady Bell's 
maid aſſiſting Summers in applying 
proper remedies, Her ladyſhip 
condeſcended not to make her ap- 
pearance, I inſiſted on going 
home. Miſs Weſt's chariot wait- 
ed for her; they led me to it; and 
I was carried there more dead than 
alive, I made my acknowledg- 
ments to the lady, and retired to 
my apartment; where I ſent for 
my child, The ſight of that 
dear innocent produced a flood of 
tears, which greatly relieved me. 
I indulged for half an hour a ſad 
luxury of grief, then ſat down to 
write to my Clara, 


Sidley 
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Sidley is not yet returned,—Was 
I ſo much to blame? — O, my 
couſin! what advantage have I 
reaped by all my former patience ? 
And have I ſaid ſo much? - But 


that provoking Summers — My 
mind is in a ſtate of inexpreſſible 
anxiety,—Let him but return, I 
alk no more: I can bear his an- 
ger; — but his abſence is inſup- 
portable, 


Adieu: I can write no more. 


LovisA SIDLEY. 


LETTER 


n1! 


to 
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LETTER XXIL 


Lady Scudamore to Mrs. Sidley, 


Am diſtreſſed for you, my dear 
couſin, — I could with, as you 
had fo long acted the Patient Griſ- 
ſel, you had been able at your laſt 
interview with that Lady Bell, to 
have maſtered your paſſion. How- 
ever provoking the circumſtances 
were, it was pcrhaps the very worſt 
opportunity you could have found, 
to exert that ſpirit which you ma- 
nifeſted : things had, I fear, gone 
too far, and the affair was too re- 
cent 
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cent for it to make a proper im- 
preſſion, But be comforted, Sidley 
is by this time, I make no doubt, 
returned. Let him now, for a 


while, follow his own devices: 


things of that nature, ſooner or 
latter, meet their juſt reward, and 
end in repentance and diſguſt: your 
conſcious virtue will ſupport you, 
while he will ſink under a ſenſe 
of his guilt, | 


Lady Bell, if ſhe has fallen (as 
there is but too much reaſon to 
ſuppoſe) will be a warning to me, 
and teach me in time to govern 
my paſſions, ſince I ſee it is difli- 
cult to ſay to them“ So far ſhalt 

Io thou 
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thou go, and no farther,” ] muſt 
do her the juſtice to ſay, that, for 


a great while, ſhe certainly did not 
deceive you: her friendſhip was 
real, nor did ſhe mean to injure 
you. She was ruined by placing 
too much confidence in her own 
ſtrength. Believe me, though at 
preſent ſhe may ſeem to triumph, 
ſhe will be ere long (will, did I 
ſay — is ſhe not at preſent?) an 
object of pity as well as con- 
tempt. 


Sir Benjamin continues danger- 
oully ill : no hopes of his recovery, 
though he may linger for ſome 


days longer,—Eveling and I are 


wretched 
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wretched company to each other: 
no ſituation can be more awkward 


or diſtreſſing. He is ſtill deter- 
mined on his American ſcheme : 
he talked of it laſt night, till I was 
too much ſoftened, —Ah ! are we 
not already ſeparated for ever ? 
Sir Benjamin has not been well 
enough, ſince his return, to enter 
into any converſation with him, 
though he has hinted that he has 
ſomething of conſequence to ſay to 
him, and ſeems apprehenſive that it 
will not be in his power, from his 
great weakneſs. What can it be, 
I wonder ? yet why ſhould I have 
any curioſity, ſince I can have no 
concern in it? I expect the phy- 

ſicians 


ö 
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ſicians every moment, to pronounce 
their laſt d finitive ſentence, Poor 
man ! I feel for his ſufferings ; 


which he bears with uncommon 
patience, 


Adieu, my dear,-Write to me: 

I am all anxicty to know what has 
paſſed between you and your in- 
cenſed good man.—That Summers 
is ridiculous: he ſeems to peſter 
you, out of the pure love of miſ- 
chief, I am ſure he can have no 
hopes. 


Once more adieu. 


CLARA SCUDAMORE, 


Vol. II, H LETTER | 
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LETTER XXIII. 


Mrs. Sidley to Lady Scudamore. 


Clara! it is now fix tedious 


days fince my Sidley left me. 
I know not what is become of 
him. I am no longer deemed 


worthy of his leaſt attention. —I - 


have never had my cloaths off 
ſince that fatal day, for ever to be 
lamented. I have admitted no- 
body. I am ſhut up in my apart- 
ment; where I ſpend my nights 
and days in tears, — Alas! I ſhall 
not long have an apartment to ſhel- 


ter me. Our creditors are cla- 
morous ; 


fat 
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morous ; they threaten to ſeize 
the ſmall remains of our fortune, 
—Let them, I have now nothing 
of value to loſe. 


Where, I wonder, is Lady Bell? 
—Can I doubt? — An object of 
pity do you call her ?—-O! is there 
an object on earth who can claim 
any pity but myſelf? Who is ſo 
wretched as the heart- broken 
Louiſa ? 


My child ſtretches out her little 
arms, — My love, what can thy 
poor afflicted mother do for thee ? 
— We are undone, my child : thy 
father has deſerted us: he has fled 

H 2 from 
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from thy ſmiles, thy innocent en- 
dearments. 


But why do I write? you ſuffer 
enough, my couſin. I will reſtrain 
my pen, and again fit me down to 
weep. 


LETTER 
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LETTER XXIV. 
Lady Iſabella Conway to Mifs Weſt. 


N ſpite of my fall (for, bluſhing, 

I have told you all my weak- 
neſs) you continue my friend. In- 
deed, you are above vulgar preju- 
dices'as well as myſelf : we both 
act and think like rational beings. 
Can the cuſtoms of different coun- 
tries alter the immutable laws of 
right and wrong? — The Turks 
(for example) ſo far from eſteem- 
ing polygamy a fin, allow the wor- 
ſhippers of the prophet as many 
H 3 wives 
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wives as they can maintain, — If 
conſcience is implanted as a moni- 
tor in our breaſt, how comes theirs 
ſo peaceably to ſuffer them to enjoy 
their pleaſure? The Jews, too, 
even the patriarchs, had, without 
offence to their help-mates, the 
comfort of handmaids: — and we 
Chriſtians, what do our laws al- 
low us? Why, when tired of a 
firſt choice, the conveniency of a 
divorce, and ſo we chooſe again, 
What great crime then have I 
committed, in becoming the hand- 
maid of my Sidley ?—and yet I ſuf- 
fered ſo much from ſhame, from 
indignation at myſelf ſor having 
fallen (ſuch is the prejudice of edu- 

cation) 
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cation) that it was long before I 
could reaſon away my uncaſineſs. 


I ſwear to you, my friend, I had 
no (what is called) criminal inten- 
tion when I firſt indulged my paſ- 
ſion; I thought the ſweet plea- 
ſure of loving was ſufſicient. How 
weak was that ſuppoſition ! — Are 
our feclings, ſo eaſily governed ?. 
No: on the contrary, I believe it 
to be as impoſſible to ſtop the pro- 
greſs of a predominant paſſion, as 
it is to arreſt a ſtone falling from 
a precipice, by a word. The 
ſtone, by the force of pravitation, 
reſts not till it falls to the center ; 
nor will our paſſions, when once 

14 ſtrongly 
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ſtrongly agitated, ſtop till they are 
gratihed, 


There is more truth than is ge- 
nerally imagined, in what the poet, 
- intending to be arch, ſays: 


If weak women go aſtray, 
Their ſtars are more in fault than they, 


It is true alſo, that chaſlity once 
forfeited, modeſty, ſhame, and 
pride ſoon follow. At firſt, I 
vowed never more to behold my 
lovely conqueror ; vowed, by a life 
devoted to weeping and penitence, 
to make atonement for my fault. 


In this humour I continued for al- 
moſt 
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molt a week (a great while, as you 
muſt allow). I ſhut myſelf up in 
my apartment; was denied to all 
my friends, and fickened even at 
the ſight of the ſun : I would not 
even admit my charming enſlaver ; 
and wiſhed to conceal from his 
wife the fatal adventure. But was 
it in nature long to ſupport a life 
like that? What recompence did 
I reap from the ſacrifice ? To pine 
in ſolitude, devoured with melan- 
choly and fruitleſs remorſe; no 
chearful ray of hope, no conſolatory 
reflections! Human nature could 
not bear it. My paſſion for Sidley, 
too, more violent for being re- 
ſtrained —— You know the reſt. 
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His wife's imprudent anger, and 


Summers's aſſiduity, haſtened our 
fate, He was exaſperated, and I 
was deſperate, —I offered to follow 
him to whatever part of the world 
he thought proper. The plan was 
eaſily ſettled : we ſet off for town 
next morning. To you only I 
revealed my ſecret before I left 
Belmont, but was not at the time 
quite determined what place to re- 
tire to. We fixed on London; 
where we could moſt eaſily con- 
ceal ourſelves, in a part of it where 
we are totally unknown. — I fend 
you a direction. 


Write to me, dear Maria: let 
me 
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me know what the world ſays of 
my flight. Yet why ſhould I wiſh 
to know ? I will endeavour to de- 
ſpiſe its cenſures. I have loſt my 
virtue, and my nature ſeems to- 
tally changed : if it were not, 
ſhould I not pity Let me 
not name her :—ſhe is ſupported 
by the pride of conſcious worth 
a refined pleaſure ſuited to ſuch 
angelic minds. Let her then leave 
the groſſer ſatisfactions to me, who 
am fallen, like a ſtar that ſets to 
riſe no more. O! I could curſe: 
— but it is paſt; ſo I muſt make 
the beſt of my fate. 


Sidley is but a half-fledged ſin- 
H 6 ner: 
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ner: he is often gloomy, and in 
his ſleep ſtarts, groans, and often 
ſighs forth the hated name of his 
Louiſa. Can I tamely bear this ? 
But what avail my reproaches? I 
fear now, I conquered him as 
much by the jealouſy we excited 
in regard to Summers, as any o- 
ther paſſion. — That fatal maſque- 
rade! Heated with dancing—the 
cloſe embowering ſhade to which 
we retired! Ah! it was not per- 
haps any preference to me : — the 
time, the place, the weakneſs of 
human nature: — any other female 
might at the time have proved 
equally ſeducing.-Let me not in- 
dulge this ſuſpicion, or it will drive 
me 
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me to madneſs. And thou, Sidley, 
take heed ; beware how you give 
me reaſon to ſuſpe& your paſſion ; 
for know that I can hate with as 
much violence as I can love ; nor, 
if you forſake me, after making me 
the abje& wretch I am, ſhall either 
heaven or earth protect thee from 
my vengeance. 


O! I am got into a thorny 
path; and, I fear, have for ever loſt 
the path of peace. Tears of pride 
and anguiſh ruſh into my eyes. — 


I lay down my pen. 


LETTER 
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LWLITSEXR . 
Lady Scudamore to Mrs. Sidley. 


ASTEN, my Louiſa, leave 


A your diſmal abode: I ſend 
Eveling for you. —Come to my 
arms, my poor afflicted mourner, 
and receive the conſolation of my 


friendſhip. Come and ſhare the 


fortune of your Clara. 


Sir Benjamin has paid the debt 
of nature. He has been more la- 
mented in his death, than I was 
able to eſteem him in his life : his 
faults are now forgot, aud with 
laſting gratitude will I remember 

3 his 


| 
| 
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his kindneſs. He has beſtowed his 


favours on me with a liberal hand : 
his whole large eſtate is divided 
equally between Eveling and me. 
Eveling ! O, niy dear, what a tale 
have I to unfold ! But at preſent, 
for your ſake, I hate the inconſtant 
ſex ; and, if I continue in my pre- 
ſent reſolution, he will be little the 
better for a diſcovery that has half- 
turned his head. 


I feel, when my ſpirits regain 
their proper tone, I ſhall be as gay 
and coquet as ever, —If you was 


but happy now ! 


I am no hypocrite ; I will not 
pretend 
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pretend to more grief than I really 


experience, I have wept without 
affectation. A decent gravity is all 
you muſt now expect to find in 
me. 


But have I not excited your cu- 
riofity ? It is too long a ſtory: I 
will have the pleaſure of relating 
it to you in perſon. Only a hint: 
—Eveling is no relation of my late 
huſband, but the ſon of a lady, a 
widow, with whom, in his youth, 
after ſhe became ſuch, he had an 
affair. (See what creatures men 
are, even the moſt decent of them.) 
On her death, he promiſed to 
adopt her ſon, and, as his father, 

who 
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who had been an officer, had left 
him only the honour of being de- 
ſcended from a man of bravery, to 
provide for him, &c.—Do I make 
myſelf clear? no matter at preſent; 
you ſhall at meeting have a full 
and particular account. — Sir Ben- 
Jamin added a wiſh that I would, 
when at liberty, reward his faith- 
ful paſſion z — but that will de- 
mand a little conſideration ; for 
now I ſhall have half the world 
at my feet, —Alas! poor Eveling. 


Do not chide me for this ſeem- 
ing levity, my dear: I only trifle, 
in order to raiſe your ſpirits. I feel 
ſo happy to have it in my power 
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to make your circumſtances eaſy 
Yes, poſitively, you ſhall ſhare my 
fortune with me, and let the male 
creatures go and hang themſelves; 
we will ſet at defiance all they can 
do to torment us. Haſten to 


my arms and heart are open to 
receive you. 


Adieu, my love. 


CLARA SCUDAMORE, 


LETTER 
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LETTER XVI. 
Mr. Sidley to Mr. Eveling. 


Thank you for your letter “, 

my dear Eveling, and its very 
ſenſible and friendly contents; — 
but, ah! your advice comes too 
late. How can I expect to be for- 
given a crime for which I can never 
pardon myſelf? And how, could 
I even hope for that bleſſing, is 
it poſſible for me to extricate my- 
ſelf from the accurſed affair? - Vou 
know not the pride, the daring 


* This letter does not appear. 
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ſpirit of her I have to deal with. 
And indeed, can I, in honour, for- 


ſake her, after what is paſt ; loſt, 
ruined, deſpiſed, and depraved? 

O, what a change have I made ! 
Tormented with her jealouſy, my 
days are imbittered by her ceaſe- 
leſs upbraidings, and my nights 
are no leſs joyleſs. The violence 
of her paſſions converts her into a 
fury, and deſtroys all her charms. 
There is nothing ſoft nor feminine 
about her. How different from 
my injured Louiſa ! — Curſed be 
my inconſtancy z even an angel 
could not fix me! 


I feel 
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I feel now, too late, that I never 
had a real paſſion for this out- 
rageous woman : it was the vanity 
of making conqueſts : it was the 
filly pride of being diſtinguiſhed by 


one {ſo much admired : it was the 


weak levity of an unſteady mind, 
fond of variety; and it was the 
change, of which my own impru- 
dence was firſt the cauſe, in my 
Louiſa :—ſhe became melancholy 
and reſerved ; was conſtantly in 
tears: her fine eyes loſt their 
luſtre ; her complexion faded : ſhe 
, no longer exerted any of her agree- 
able talents : I found no pleaſure 
in her ſociety, cool and inſenſible 
to my careſſes. My home became 

| gloomy, 
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gloomy, and drove me to ſeek that 
amuſement from others which I 
no longer found in her company. 


Lady Bell is handſome, I found 
her ever gay and entertaining : ſhe 
flattered my vanity. We naturally 


love thoſe who keep us in good- 
humour with ourſclves. 


Louiſa piqued me, too, by en- 
couraging, as I was made to be- 
lieve, the aſſiduity of that coxcomb 
Summers. I now fear I injured 
her by my ſuſpicions ;—but you 
know not the pains that were 
taken to render me jealous. I may 
add, that I at laſt fell by ſurpriſe ; 

heated 
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heated with wine and dancing, I 
was off my guard. It was in nei- 
ther of us premeditated guilt.—The 
conqueſt was not difficult. Too 
ſoon the morn and cool indifference 
came. I viſited her with reluc- 
tance : I was not admitted ; — but 
ſhort was her fit of penitence. 
— The affair might have been con- 
cealed. I talked of prudence; but 
ſhe paſſionately exclaimed, No; 
ſince I have forfeited my own 
eſteem, I ſcorn to play the hypo- 
crite, for the poor conſolation of, 
at beſt, a doubtful fame.“ My 


wife's behaviour at their firſt in- 
terview, haſtened the diſcovery. I 


know I deſerved her contempt ; 
but 
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but, yet I could not patiently ſub- 


mit to it. Lady Bell's fiery ſpirit 
kept alive my reſentment : ſhe 
propoſed flight. I was not maſter 
of my reaſon ; ſhe governed me at 
her pleaſure. 


We are in a retired part of the 
town ; no ſociety, and we are far 
from being good company to each 
other. How heavily the hours 
lag on! She is no longer that 
amuſing creature who could, by 
her example, keep up a conſtant 
flow of ſpirits. I am forced to af- 
fe& thoſe raptures I no longer feel; 
and too eaſily does ſhe diſtin- 
guiſh the change, She is almoſt 

as 
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es weary-of the inſipid ſameneſs of 
our life as myſelf. We wander in 
unfrequented walks; we return to 
yawn at each other : ſhe fings, but 
her voice no longer charms me : 
ſhe makes me read; loſt in 
thought, I pauſe without knowing 
it, Her careſſes no longer excite 
any emotion. — How irkſome is 
ſolitude to minds like ours ! 


She has hirited a deſire of our 
going to France ; where, being 
unknown, we may mix with the 
world ; but ſhe little knows the 
powerful ties that bind me to my 
native country; or at leaſt, ſhe 
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muſt not know the force they ſtill 


have over me. — O, my injured 
wife, and my innocent deſerted 
child! Have I not left them to 
poverty and wretchedneſs? I dare 
not reflect on that it drives me to 
madneſs. By this time, perhaps, 
they are driven from their humble 
home, to want and beggary. — 
Eveling, ſave me from diſtraction; 
fly to their relief; let your Clara 
know their ſituation ; let her pro- 
tect her friend, and ſave my child 
from ruin, 


I can write no more, the thought 
unmans me,— Monſter that I am; 


for 
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for one moment of guilty plea- 
ſure, I have undone myſelf, and 
all who had the misfortune to be 
connected with me. 


C. SIDLEY, 


I2 LETTER 
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LETTER XXVI. 
Mrs. Sidley to Lady Scudamore. 


Thank you a thouſand times, 
A my dear couſin, for your kind 
intention in my favour.— In the 


midſt of all my afflictions, what a 
blefling do I poſſeſs in your friend- 


ſhip !—a bleſſing which has been 
my greateſt ſupport. 


But, my dear, a very ſurpriſing 
reverſe of fortune has befallen me 
ſince I laſt wrote: an event which, 
a few weeks ago, would have filled 
me with tranſport ; but now for- 
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tune can ill ſupply the loſs of him 
I love. What are her favours, 
when. Sidley does not ſhare them 
with me ?— Poverty, while I poſ- 
teffed his heart, was a thouſand 
times prefcrable to the greateſt af- 


fluence ; yet let me not be un- 
grateful to Providence for this 
unexpected bounty. 


You remember my father's 


friend, Sir George Selby, You 


muſt recollect that he went abroad 
for the recovery of his health, after 
his duel with my huſband. —O, 
what ſcenes. does this ſubject recal 
to my memory! how is that 
huſband changed fince that time! 

19 —Let 
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—Let me only wipe off thoſe faſt- 


falling tears, and I will proceed. — 
Laſt night, after my little family 
were at reſt, I, from whom ſlum- 
ber has long taken its flight, —who 
lay indulging my melancholy re- 
flections, and gazing, by the dim 
glimmering of a lamp, on the 
ſweet countenance of my child, 
bewailing the wretched ſituation 
to which we were reduced, — was 
alarmed.with the rattling of a car- 
riage, which drove up to the gate; 
and inſtantly a loud knocking was 
heard at the door. A trembling 
ſeized me: Can it, can it,” ex- 
claimed I, claſping my hands, be 
my Sidley? Ah! what brings 

him 
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him at this late hour? What new 
misfortune have I to encounter ? 
He is ill, he is dying, or he would 
not be brought home to me.” A 
ſervant heard the noiſe alſo, and, 
looking out of the window, en- 
quired © Who's there?” A voice 
anſwered, 1 muſt fee Mr. Sidley, 
er his lady. Prepoſſeſſed with the 
idea that I ſhould either ſee or hear 
of my huſband, I hurried down : 
— but judge my ſurpriſe, when a 
man, who told me he was an at- 
torney, preſented me with a pack- 
et, parchments, &c. and told me 
the packet contained letters from 
the late Sir George Selby, and that 
the parchments were his will; 


I 4 that 
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that he had Jeft me (ole heir and 
executrix. He made an apology 
for diſturbing me at © ubſcaſonable 
an hour, but ſaid he hoped the 
welcome news he brought would 
make me amends for bis intru- 
ſion; adding, that he had travelled 
poſt without ſtopping to bait.— I 
inſtantly ordered him ſome refreſh- 
ment, and, after he had drank a 
glaſs or two of wine, he read me 
the will, as I alſo did the generous 
Sir George's letter; which is too 
long to tranſcribe, ſo I incloſe it 
for your peruſal. 


And now, my dear coufin, be- 


hold me miſtreſs of five thouſand 
a year, 
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a year, a noble country-ſeat com- 
pletely furniſhed with plate, car- 
riages, &c. and what adds to my 
pleaſure, I find that ſeat is in your 
neighbourhood. — What an event ! 


—I fall on my knees with grateful 


thankfulneſs. 


Your Eveling will be here to- 
morrow, as I find by your letter, 
O, my couſin, I ſhall witneſs your 
happineſs too. Trifle not with 
him : he is the moſt amiable of 
men, and has given convincing 
proofs of his conſtancy. Were my 
Sidley but here now Alas! 
my ſpirits fink again; for can we 

I 5 ever 
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ever be re-united ? Is a heart once 
loſt eyer to be regained ? 


1 ſhall beg leave to employ your 
friend as my ſquire, while I pay a 
viſit to my new poſſeſſions, and 
alſo to afliſt me in ſettling my af- 
fairs; I know you will, though 
perhaps with a little reluctance, 
ppare him to me.—And do you 
think I ſhall be long in your neigh» 
bourhood without ſeeing you? — 
O, what a meeting will it be! 


If I cannot regain my huſband's 
love, I will at leaſt have the plea- 
ſure of making him happy, of en- 

abling 
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abling him to enjoy that world 
where he is ſo formed to ſhine. 
My child, too —— 


Adieu, my dear.— haſten to diſ- 
patch this, to make you a ſympa- 
thetic ſharer in my felicity. 


Your's ever, 


Lovisa SIDLEY.. 


L'6 LETTER. 
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LETTER XXVIII. 
Lady Iſabella Conway to Miſs Wet. 


Maria, too late do I experi- 

ence the fatal conſequence of 
uncontrouled paſſion ! I feel with 
anguiſh the ſhame, the contempt 
to which a woman gives herſelf 
up, when ſhe has gratified a crimi- 
nal inclination; and I feel too, 
ſeverely feel, the treachery, the in- 
gratitude of that inconſtant crea- 
ture man. Could I have believed 
it of Sidley ? Is it thus he rewards 
a heart which has ſacrificed to him 
al it ought to hold facred? O 
} that 
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that fatal, that exquiſite moment! 
Is it to be followed by a whole 
life of anguiſh and regret? If I 
was an eaſy conqueſt, ſtill I fell 
not without temptation : —he a- 
lone, of all mankind, was formed 
for my undoing. — How many 
proftrate lovers have I lighted | » 
He has effectually revenged their 
cauſe by his unkindneſs. 


But why do I yield to this wo- 
manly weakneſs of vain complain» 
ing ? it ill becomes my haughty 
fpirit. I will ſteel my breaſt a» 
gainſt every ſofter paſſion, and re- 
venge alone ſhall from henceforth 
engrofs my heart. -» Nat another 

ſigh 
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figh ſhall heave. this boſom, nor 
ſhall my indignant eyes be ſuffered 
to: drop another tear ;, or if, 


— in ſpite of ſcorn, 


Tears, ſuch as angels weep, burſt forth, 


his treacherous heart ſhall repay 
them with as many drops of blood. 
J have already formed the plan.— 
He talks of prudence; talks of his 
wife and child; he dares even to 
hint at our ſeparation. — Well; let 
him go, at his peril,—I will not tell 
you my ſcheme till it. is better di- 
geſted, The thought ſupports my 
ſpirits, | 


| Belvillt has diſcovered the place 
of. 
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of my retreat: — he may prove a 
fit tool for my revenge; I know I 
can mould him to. my pleaſure ;; 
or if not, I have other reſources, 
He ſhall not eſcape the juſt yenge- 
ance of your incenſed 


* CONWAY... 


LETTER 
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LETTER XXIX. 


Mes. Sidley to Mr. Sidtey. 


My Sidley! I have ſeen your 
letter to Mr. Eveling, I 
have wept over the heart-reviving 


contents.—You do not hate me 
then: you ſtill feel a tenderneſs | 
for your grateful Louiſa! Return 
then to her arms, which are open 
to receive you. Not one reproach 
have you to fear: I will only pu- 
niſh my charming truant by an 


excel of love. 


Think 
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Think not of the paſt, my Sid- 
ley; fortune now ſmiles ; ſhe loads 
us with her favours, and the reſt 


of our days will be crowned with 


happineſs and peace. — O, if I had 
thee once again, I would fo chain 
thee to me by my careſſes, and 
every art I am miſtreſs of, to 
pleaſe, that thou ſhouldſt never 
more be able to eſcape me. — I 
confeſs my fault ; I have been too 
negligent: but thy home ſhall gow 
be ſo endeared to thee, that you 
will no longer wiſh to roam. —Thy 
child too, my beloved, waits with 
impatience to. load thee with her 
little fond careſſes. Do you not 
long to preſs her to your heart ? 

Does 
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Does not your boſom glow at the 
thought ? 


O how, my Sidley, ſhall I meet 
The man Pve lov'd fo long? 


Will love in all our pulſes beat, 
And falter on our tongue ? 


You cannot conceive, my Sidley, 
of what a charming place you are 
now maſter. 'The houſe, the fur- 
niture, and the delightful gardens, 
will fill you with rapture to behold 
them.— Our amiable couſin, too, 
how will her vivacity amuſe you, 
and enliven our parties! She is 
now with me, as is her worthy 
lover. They are impatient for 
your return; impatient to aſſure 

you 
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you of their unalterable friend- 
ſhip. — Need I fay more? Every 
moment will appear an age, till 


you are preſſed to the fond heart 
of 


Your 
Louis A SIDLEY. 
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 ISUTTER XXX 
Mr. Sidley to Mrs. Sidley. 


O, Louiſa, beft and moſt in- 
jured of women, I left thee, 
with ſavage cruelty, to poverty and 
wretchedneſs ; forſook thy charms 
for one ſo every way thy inferior, 
that nothing but a total depravity 


of nature could tempt me to it, 


Think no more of me; I am not 


worthy of thy leaſt regard : enjoy 
the good fortune, which is the juſt 
reward of thy virtue, and leave me 
to the puniſhment I merit. If 
you had ſtill been in the indigent 

— ſituation 


ory 


— 
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ſituation in which, like an unfeel- 
ing monſter, I left. you, L would 
this: moment have flown: to: yon, 
deeply ſenfible of my error; would: 
have flown to conſole and ſhare: 
thy wretchedneſs: but think. me 
not ſo: very abject a creature as to 
return to thee now, when you may 
have juſt reaſon to think it is only 
to ſhare thy proſperity. No, I ne- 
ver now can. convince thy delicate 
mind of my unaltered love, of my 
ſincere: repentance; — leave me 
then, I ſay, to the fate I merit. 


My reſolution: is- fixed, May. 
you: be happy, while I drag on a 
miſerable life, far diſtant from 

thee, 
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thee, a voluntary exile from my 
country. I will go a volunteer to 
America ; there meet a nobler fate 
than my crimes deſerve, or elſe 
retutn to thee more worthy of thy 
charms, Urge me not then to 
act diſhonourably, againſt my bet- 
ter judgment: ſtrive not to move 
me by thy ſoftneſs. I was not 
born to enjoy the felicity you offer 
me: fortune has frowned on me 
almoſt from my birth : ſhe be- 
ſtowed only one treaſure on me, 
which, like a ſenſeleſs ſpendthrift, 
I threw away. That gift was thee, 
my amiable Louiſa; but I have 
forfeited all claim to thee ; I have 


3 th -1 proved 
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proved myſelf unworthy of thy 


charms. 


Adieu then, my injured wife, 
Take care of our child, that dear 
pledge of mutual love ;—and that 
every bleſſing may await you, ſhall 
ever be the prayer of your penitent 


and unfortunate 
SIDLEY. 
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LETTER XXIL. 
* Scudamore 10 Mr. Sidby. 


70 are exceſſively ſilly, Sid- 
ley, with your ridiculous 


Pro hr gt have no patience. So, 
becauſe you have not already had 
misfortunes enough, you chooſe to 
create imaginary ones. Pr'ythee 
let us have no more of ſuch whin- 
ing ſtuff, If you do not inſtantly 
ſet off, on the receipt of this, I 
ſwear I will go in perſon ;—and ſee 
then if you dare to refuſe compli- 
ance with my poſitive commands. 


tips I want 


I want you here of all things. 
— This Eveling is quite fooliſh, as 


all you men are, when you fancy 
yourſelves at the end of your hopes 


and fears; but he may find him- 
ſolf miſtaken, —Winter approach 


es, I ſhall go to dear London, and 
then let him ſee to it, — My little 
head will be half-turned by the 
admiration I expect to meet with; 
ſo many beaux at my feet; and 
he, honeſt man, has not the leaſt 
veſtige of that ſhowy animal in 
his whole compoſition. — In the 


mean time, till the ſeaſon is proper 


for that dear expedition, I order 
your immediate preſence here, I 


want, ſomebody to flirt with, in 
Vor. II. K order 
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.order to make him look about 


him; and as you are a man of 
gallantry, you know, I cannot ſup- 
poſe you will have any objection 
to a little Sadinage with a ſprightly 
young widow ; who, I aſſure you, 
becomes her weeds, and looks a- 
mazingly. 


As to your Louiſa, 


Whhate'er ſhe does, where'er her ſteps ſhe 


bends, 
Grace on each action ſilently attends. 


—By the way, your laſt ridiculous 
letter has made her quite miſe- 
rable: ſhe ſees you already en- 


gaged in all the horrors of war. 
; I do 


. 7— a 8 * 
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I do all I can to keep up her ſpi- 
rits ;—but you are a ſavage, if you 
do not haſten to relieve her fears. 
Do not be fooliſh then, I repeat, 
but ſet off inſtantly on the receipt 
of this ; your chamber is already 
adorned for your reception, You 
will be enchanted with your new 
manſion : the library, the drawing- 
room, the muſic-parlour, and, a- 
bove all, the picture - gallery is ſu- 
perb; and for the pleaſure-grounds, 
the proſpects, the woods, the 
groves, they beggar all deſcription, 
— Come, for I long to ſtroll with 
you, becauſe, when you pleaſe, you 
can be a very agreeable compa- 
nion ; beſides, of an evening, now 

K 2 they 
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they are ſomewhat long, I want 
you to make up a pool at qua- 
drille, if it were only to ſtop Eve- 


ling's eternal foft nonſenſe. At 
preſent, we are forced to put up 
with: your old friend Mrs. Palmer- 
ſtone, who has taken a violent 
fancy to your Louiſa, becauſe, as 
ſhe is not at preſent much in a 
humour for talking, ſhe can have 
all the converſation to herſelf ; and 
becauſe ſhe ſeems to liſten to her 
eternal pedigree. 


As to Lady Bell, as ſhe ſeduced 
you, I ſee not that you have any 
thing in her regard to anſwer for; 
ſhe muſt take the conſequence of 


her 
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her own imprudence: ſhe has ſtill 
a large fortune to conſole her; and, 
as pleaſure ſeems to be her ſole pur- 
ſuit, ſhe may with that (till purchaſe 
as much as ſhe pleaſes. —Take my 
word for it, ſhe will not break 
her heart for you; which, I ſup- 
poſe, your worſhip has the vanity 
to fear. A woman of her turn 
is not capable of conſtancy ; that 
is only the attendant of true and 
delicate love : — her's for you, was 
of a very different nature; ſo there 
ought to be no lets or hinderances 
from that quarter, Leave an elo- 
quent epiſtle for her on her dreſſ- 


ing-table, then mount your horſe 
and ſet off. 
K 3 The 
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The incloſed is another letter 
from your Louiſa, in the plain- 
tive ſtyle, in caſe mine ſhould fail 
of moving you. Let her not 
plead in vain, as you value your 


own happineſs and the favour of 
Your friend, 


CLARA SCUDAMOAORE, 


LETTER 
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LETTER XXXII. 
Mr. Sidley to Mrs. Sidley. 


"AKE me; do with me what 
you pleaſe: henceforth I 

have no will but your's. But, ah! 
my love, I feel a ſad foreboding, 
that 1 ſhall never arrive at that ex- 
quiſite happineſs to which you fo 
eloquently invite me. My crime 
renders me unworthy, and inex- 
orable juſtice will be ſatisfied, 
though you ſo kindly pardon.— 
There is a load on my ſpirits, 
K 4 which 
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which all my reaſoning cannot 
ſhake off, 


But I obey.—To you, my Lou- 
ua, I come—l fly to thee, be the 
conſequence what it will. — Your 
rival, as you call her (long, my an- 
gel, has ſhe ceaſed to be ſo) knows 
not of my intended departure: I 
dare not hint it to her, her rage 
would know no bounds ; but I 
muſt write to her, What a taſk ! 
What language ſhall 1 ole to calm 


her fury ? 


Her temper knows no middle ſtate ; 
Alike extreme in love and fiate! 


If fate permits, by to-morrow 
evening 


AND VEL am 


evening you may expect me at 
your feet, truly penitent, with a 
heart wholly your's. 


CHARLES Sip TE. 
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LETTER XXXIII. 
Lady Scudamore to Mr. Sidley. 


IDLEY, where are you? What 

— detains you? We have re- 
ceived your letter: we have expect- 
ed you theſe two days with racking 
impatience. Louiſa is almoſt diſ- 
tracted with her apprehenſions: 
Eveling is fet off poſt haſte for 
town, to know the cauſe of your 
delay. — Ah! how can you thus 
torment us?—If we do not ſee you 
to-night, the conſequence will be- 
dreadful. There is no deſcribing | 
the ſituation of my friend. O 
| haſten. 
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haſten to reſtore us to ourſelves, I 


am myſelf moſt dreadfully alarmed. 
— Sidley, you know not how dear 
you are to us all. 


T can write. no more, What a 
day will this be! — How ſhall I be 


able to ſupport your Louila ? 


CLARA SCUDAMORE. 


K 6 LETTER 
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"LETTER XXXIV. 
Lady Iſabella Conway to Mifs Wefft, 


* ND did he thus hope to eſ- 

cape me — Ah! he knows 
but little of Caliſta. I have him 
ſafe caught in the ſnare I had moſt 
artfully laid for him. 


What fools are men! — How 
eaſily did I work the credulous 
doating Belville to my purpoſe! 
And does he think I will reward 
him as I promiſed ? — Inſolent 
wretch ! Am I then fallen fo low, 


as to be the wanton he ſuppoſes ; 
| | the 
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the eaſy prey of every one that 
takes the pains to ſolicit my fa- 
vours ? No, though loſt to fame, 
and to my own eſteem, Sidley 
alone could have ſubdued me:. 
for his ſake, 1 hate, I deteſt the 
whole perfidious Tex : revenge is 
now the only paſſion of which 
this haughity and indignant heart 
is .capable.—He is cut off in the 
height of his exultation, in the 
midſt of his flattering hope, when 
his ſoul beat high with raptures 
at the happineſs which he vainly 
flattered himſelf awaited him, — 
Short is the triumph of my hated 
rival Nou let her rage, like me; 
let her know what it is to loſe the 

man 
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man ſhe doats on; for ſhe will 
never behold him more, I too 
have loſt him for ever. Ah! who 
can bear to be a wretch for ever ? 
— What a deſart now appears the 
world! — Where ſhall I fly for 
comfort? Would I could fly from 
myſelf! — Why was I born with 
fuch ungovernable paſſions? — But 
I will not long endure this wretch- 


ednels. 


Adieu, my friend, My fate is 
not yet determined, but I feel it 
will. be dreadful. 


I. CoN WAY. 


LETTER 
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LETTER XXXV. 


Sir Jobn Beluille to Mr. Summers, 


E AR Summers, haſten to 
Barnet; poor Sidley lies 
there, dangerouſly wounded : — 
wounded by me !—Urged on by a 
revengeful woman, I have done a 
deed, of which I, too late, repent. 
— And yet, what would I not do 
to be maſter of ſuch a world of 
charms ? 


And did he not deſerve my hate, 
for having perverted the nobleſt 
mind that ever animated a human 

3 form? 
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form ?—ſor having deceived me, 
too, . by a pretended indifterence 
for her, when I made him the con- 
fident of my paſſion, — when he 
knew I adored her? It is paſt.— 
He dies, —and 1 muſt become an 
exile ſrom my country. But will 
not ſhe accompany me in my 
flight? She has ſworn to do fo. 
O then, with her I love, every 
place mult to me be a paradiſe | 
I go to claim her promiſe, and 
then a long adieu to England, 
Mean time, haſten to your friend'; 
I fear there is no hopes of his re- 
covery. He fought with bravery, 
but my Genius was the ſtronger. 


Go 
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Go and comfort his poor Louiſa. 
As he fell, her name faltered on 
his tongue, He was haſtening to 
her, with all the impatience of a 
lover. But how uncertain 18 every 
thing in this vain world! After 
ſtruggling, as he had done, with 
adverſity, juſt when, fortune ſmiled, 
he was cut oft in the bloom of 
youth, and the height of his flat- 
tering proſpects! — Poor Sidley ! 
once thy friend, now thy mur- 


derer! — Too late I regret the raſh 
deed. 


Adicu.—Loſe no time; let him 
have all the aſſiſtance in your 


power. 
BELVILLE. 
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LETTER XXXVL 


Mr. Eveling to Lady Scudamore. 


My Clara, to what a ſcene 
have I been witneſs] What 
will become of the unfortunate 
Louiſa? And how will you, my 
angel, be able to communicate to 


her the dreadful tidings ? 


I travelled poſt ; but juſt before I 
reached Barnet, a man—his-horfe 
in a foam, and whoſe livery I knew 
to be that of Mr. Summers—ſtop- 
ped me, and delivered a letter. I 


was ſtruck with horror at the fatal 
| contents. 
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contents. It informed me that our 
poor friend lay at an inn, danger- 
ouſly wounded by Sir John Belville: 
that Mr. Summers was with him ; 
and that he was not expected to live 
many hours, — I haſtened, over - 
whelmed with grief, to the place 
directed; and there indeed I found 
the melancholy news confirmed. 
He was quite inſenſible for ſome 
time after my arrival, — I never 
faw a man more affected than Sum- 
mers. It will, I hope, prove an uſe- 
ful leſſon to him, and teach him the 
conſequence of unlawful love: he, 
who has long prided himſelf on 
that no leſs wicked than ſilly cha- 
racter of a man of gallantry. 


Our 
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Our poor Sidley, on his wounds 
being dreſſed, was, by the torture 
it occaſioned, reſtored to his ſenſes. 
He ſaw me by his bed-ſide: he 
wrung my hand. O Eveling! 
ſee the fatal puniſhment my crimes 
have merited !” cricd he, in a faint 
voice. Never, never more {hall 
I behold my Louiſal And who 
ſhall comfort that dear mourner? 
Let me be carried to her. I aſk 
no more than to receive her laſt 


forgiveneſs, and to die in her arms. 
Heaven, added he, raiſing his lan- 
guid: eyes, „in thy mercy, ſpare 
me: let me but live to ſee her 
ence again, to preſs her to this pe- 
nitent heart : let me but ſee my 

child, 
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child, and I will, unmurmuring, 
ſubmit to my fate.“ 


He is fo impatient, weak as he 
is, to continue his journey, that I 
know not what to do. In vain I 
remonſtrate. He ſays, he knows 
he cannot live, why then refuſe 
him the only conſolation that is 
left? I told him I would write 
to you ; that his Louiſa would in- 
ſtantly attend him : but he is not 
to be reaſoned with ; and, if he is 
not better to-morrow, I fear I ſhall. 
be forced to indulge him ; for his 
great deſire to go to Selby-Hall 
affects his head, and aggravates, his 
danger, | 


10 Il am 


I am ſent for. — Alas ! my be- 
loved Clara, he is in the agonies of 
death. What (I repeat) will be- 
come of his wife? how ſhall we 
be able to comfort her? — Dear 
Clara, what a taſk is your's! 


IN CONTINUATION. 


IT is all over, my beloved Clara. 
Your friend, the once gay and 
much-admired Sidley, is no more. 
He expired in my arms, praying 
for the happineſs of his Louiſa, 
I have cloſed his eyes, and now ſit 
by his lifeleſs corpſe, a ſad and 


ſilent mourner, 
Summers 
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Summers has entreated me to 
write, on my arrival at Selby- 
Hall, to let him know how the 
poor Louiſa ſupports the afflictive 
ſtroke, You, my angel, muſt do 
your beſt to prepare her for the 
ſad ſcene ſhe will ſoon be witneſs 
to.—It was his laſt requeſt, that 
his body might be conveyed to the 
hall, and depoſited near her father, 
% And, O!“ added he, © though I 
ſhall never more behold her an- 
gelic face, yet it may be ſome con- 
ſolation to her to ſee me once 
more, before I am conſigned to my 
native duſt : ſhe will embalm me 
with her tears,” — The coffin will 
be left unſcrewed, and to-morrow 


mornin g 
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morning the ſad proceſſion will 


ſet off. 


I haſten to you, my Clara; and 
we. will unite aur beſt endeavours 
to conſole our lovely friend. — It 
ſhall now be the whole ftudy of 
my life to merit the enviable feli- 
city; that awaits'me; to render you 
happy, and to. ſoothe the ſadneſs of 
her who is moſt dear to you—a 
grateful talk to your devoted 


 EvBLING. 


LETTER 
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CETYTSYER  XEXEVIL 


Mr. Eveling to Mr. Summers. 


GREEABLE to my pro- 
miſe, I write to you, Mr. 


Summers. — But what language 
gan do juſtice to the melancholy 
ſcene ? — My Clara had prepared 
her for our arrival: ſhe had, on 
the firſt diſcovery of the fatal af- 
fair, fallen from one fit into an- 
other, for ſeveral hours, till her 
life was deſpaired of: but the ſoft 
voice of friendſhip, and her native 
patience, had at laſt ſoftened her 
anguiſh. 

Vol. II. L She 
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She roſe early the morning we 
were expected, and made her ap- 
pearance in deep mourning. When 
I entered the parlour, I found her 
in the arms of her Clara, her head 
reſting on her boſom. She had 
fainted on ſeeing the hearſe, and 
her friend, all bathed in tears, was 
uling her beſt endeavours for her 
recovery. — What a fine picture 
would thoſe two lovelieſt of women 
have made! But what painter 
could have done juſtice to the fine 
expreſſion of my Clara's ſympa- 
thizing countenance ? 


Louiſa recovered ſoon aſter I en- 


tered. She raiſed her languid head, 
I haſtened 
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molt ſeemingly- delicate of the ſex l 
To cure their paſſion for a virtu- 
ous woman, they fly to harlots ; 
while, on the like occaſion, we, 
filly fouls, fit moping in a corner, 
and think of the dear man 


—— — With ſighs ſo deep, 
And tears that fall fo faſt ! 


As I live, here is that horrid 
Mrs. Palmerſtone again! So be- 
dizened, ſo like Lady Sicamore! 
her bob-wig'd huſband, holding 
up his head as ſhe bids him, carry- 
ing her fan, comes mincing after ! 
O that you were here, to ſupport 
my ſpirits amidſt ſuch boors!—She, 


you mult know, is the hundred- 
La and« 
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and-fourteenth coufin of a Scotch 
nobleman, and,. for that reaſon, 
piques herſelf on the pure blood 
that flows in her veins. — If one 
may judge by her ſcarlet face, and 
its various carbuncles, however; 
noble blood does not produce the 
moſt wholeſome-looking fleſh in 
the world. — Her huſband, who, 
from an honeſt tradeſman (as ho- 
neſt as trade will admit, I mean) 
ſhe is endeavouring to convert into 
a fine gentleman, married her for 
the ſake of aggrandizing his fa- 
mily by her noble relations. Hav- 
ing made his fortune, he is retired 
into the country, to live like a 
gemman ; and as their ſeat is un- 

fortunately 
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fortunately near ours, and that 
becauſe I am a lady, Mrs, Pal-- 
merſtone has, ſtill more unfortu-- 
nately, taken a great fancy to me, 
— we are for ever peſtered with 
their company. Indeed Sir Ben- 
Jamin encourages the acquaintance, 
becauſe the cit plays at All-fours, 


and never contradicts him: — a 


good leſſon which his wife has 
taught him; ſo that, ſince the 
concluſion of the honey-moon, the: 
quiet ſoul has had neither opinion 
of his own, nor one ſingle grain of. 
free-will — So much the better, 
ſince divines ſay it is only inclined- 


to evil. 


L 3 She 
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She has all the haughty buſtling 
airs that ſhe thinks requiſite to 
diſplay the woman of faſhion. She 
talks inceflantly of her nerves, of 
her family, of her conqueſts, and, 
above all, of her fondneſs for her 
poor dear Mr. Palmerſtone;—affects - 
great niceneſs and delicacy ; the 
organs of people of a certain rank, 
are differently conſtructed from 
thoſe of the vulgar;—will not allow 
that people of low birth can have, 
be their education what it will, the 
leaſt idea of refinement, or noble 
ſentiments.—Ridiculous creature! 
— But I am ſent for. —I ſhall go 
down with a double chin, for I am 
not in a humour to enjoy what is 

ſometimes 
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ſometimes a feaſt ; but, hang it, 


ſhe grows too filly even to laugh at! 


Adieu, my couſin, — I have au- 
| thority to aſſure you, you will be 
truly welcome to Roſemount, and 


doubly ſo to 


Your ever affectionate 


CLARA SCUDAMORE.. 
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